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MISCELLANEOUS PIECES. 


DIALOGUES. 
DIALOGUE I. 
Against ridiculing personal defects. 
9 LOUISA. 
2 ; ö | - could you be so barbarous, sister, to ridi- 


cule Mrs Moliere's shape, and mimic her limping 
step, when slie was hardly got out of the room ? 
= MARIA. ' | 
This reproof from you, madam, is really unex- 
W pected. I thought to render myself agreeable by 
== imitating Mrs Moliere's airs and graces; 1 never 
9 yet heard you own that she was either crooked 
or lame, or had _ en in her person or 
W mien. | 
1 LoUISA. 
ft there was not a greater deformityin 1 your md 
| WH than in her person, you could never ridicule those 
. natural defects, which a generous and human tem- 
| 5 per would pity, especially in one of her affable dis- 
4 position, and excellent understanding. Instead of 
4 2 | despising such a form, you . ought to thank God 
chat yours is not like it. 
Vim I. A 


11 MISCELLANEOUS PIEGES. 
MARIA. 5 
That I do most heartily! My devotions on this 


head are very ardent and sincere, whatever they 


are on other occasions. 
LOUISA. 


II you had her mind, though with a worse fi- 
gure than hers, it would be no disadvantage to you. 
There is such a beauty in her whole conduct, such 
a constant calm and sweetness in her temper, that 


one must be very malicious to overlook so much 


merit, and make cruel remarks on the defects of 


her form. I wish you would take this generous 
advice of Mrs Barber's : | 


« On vice your hum'rous vein display, 
« *Tis meritorious there; 
„ Or tow'ring vanity allay, 
— « But oh! misfortune spare.“ 


It will not overburthen your memory, t. to learn this 
excellent rule by heart. 
MARIA. 
I have no poetical taste. 
þ LOUIS. c 
1 wish you had: it might give a more gentle 


4 harmonious turn to your mind, and soften that 


severe disposition, that makes you uneasy to your- 


self, and all your acquaintance. Tou seem to be 3 
in a state of hostility with all human kind; nothing 2 
contents you. Some people are too tall, and some 
too short, some too fat, others too lean, and no- 1 


WA 
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ching is as it chould be. Lou can find no excel- 
lence in all the works of God, excepting your own 


fine person; which one would think should be the 


05 model of all perfection, or you could not be 0 cri- 
WE tical on every body else. 

MARIA. 

3 Why really, sister, I see no reason to be discon - 
13 tented with my own shape or features. 
1 LOUISA. 


- 


And Miss Squinny is as well satisfied with her 


XZ own beauty, as you are with yours; and yet you 
have mimicked the odd cast of her eyes so long, 


chat a little more practice will make you downright 


EE $£quint; and if you imitate Mrs Moliere's step much 
= ne 1 am afraid you will be quite lame. | 


MARIA. 


Who i 18 ridiculing natural defects 4 ? 
Louisa. 


1 No, sister, it is not natural, but acquired and vo- 
1 luntary imperfections, that I am exposing. 

9 MARIA, 515 
You are my elder sister, and have myinathee's 


partiality to support you; but really these admo- 


nitions are a little too assuming. 
9 LOUISA. 
I don't use to talk in so severe a strain, but Miss 


Molly, you have touched me on a tender point. 


he vast esteem I have for Mrs Moliere, will not 
suffer me to hear her exposed, nor can I be uncon- 
eerned for your character. It would be want of 
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natural affection, to see you make yourself hated 
and shunned, as the pest of society: which must 
be your lot, if you carry this cruel, censorious tem» 
per into all companies. What pleasure can you 
take in contemplating only on the blemishes »# your 
_ own species? I should think the beauties and 
graces of human nature a more n and b 


ble Weculaten; 
MARIA. 


I. Ster are you almost come to the d of 


this «mga lecture? 5 
a LOUISA, 


As soon as I have recalled to your memory, one 
or two instances of the justice of divine providence, 
on this crime of mocking natural defects. You 
know Jenny Flounce broke her leg, in the very ac- 
tion of mimicking of her lame mistress, and Miss 


1s grown. stark blind herself. My dear sister, I 
3 perceive by the remorse and confusion that appear 
in your looks, I have said enough; I will only re- 
5 peat a few lines that may give you a true notion 
of beauty, from a fine Ne called The Art * 
b c 5 > 
« What is the Abend tincture of a . 
To peace of mind, to harmony within ? 
0} What the bright sparkling of the finest exe, 
To the soft soothing of a calm reply? 


* Can comeliness of form, or shape, or air, 5 
With come liness of words or deeds compare 


Titter has ridiculed her purblind sister, till she is 0 
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& No, those at first th' unwary heart may gain, 
But these, these only can that heart retain.“ 
PIALQGTE: Hao oo no ws 
a gaming. 1 | | 
= Ian Lady Harriot; din am 1 rejeiced 3 f 
aa ꝛdle to bear company again after your long illnees ? 
J have engaged a charming party for Quadrille, as 
soon as ever you will appoint the time for their ar- 
tendance at your on apartment. 
| HARRIOT. * 
You are very obliging, indeed, Mrs Trifle, 5 in | 
taking such care to divert me; and the yanity of 
my past life has or thy wi much reason to be- 
Heve I shall spend my future time to no better pur- 
pose; but this sickness has put my mind in ano-- | 
ther situation, and given me a quite different opi- 
nion of what 1 once called deu and e 5 
amusement. 


-<. 


3 


TRIELE.. e 3 
I hope-you-are not. grown 80 superstitious 2s "I 1 
be afraid of gaming, or to think there can be any | 
thing criminal in a pack of cards —Why, my 7.4 
you are quite gunk in spleen and vapoprs. —Pray, 
| did your grandmother ever teach you this notable 
maß that 
| Cards and to | 
| | Are the devil's device ? 
MEER. 
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$. © 


to ans wer the numerous debts my vanity had con- 


I saw his concern for me in his late illness. It 


No man has a fairer character; he has never re- 5 
s trained your expences ; whatever sums you lost, 


he had still the generosity to discharge your debts 1 
-of honour. - | q 


 HARRIOT. 

Perhaps there is more truth in this rhyme than 
you imagine: it appears to me a sort of infernal 
stratagem, by which some evil genius was leading 
me on to my own destruction, and the ruin of my 
family. When I married my Lord, he was in 
free and easy circumstances. By my attachment 
to cards, attended with constant ill luck, I embar- 
rassed the tenderest and best of husbands in a thou- 
sand diffieulties. The natural liberality of his tem- 
per was restrained, to supply my extravagance. 
Those generous actions that adorned his state of 
prosperity, are now sunk in a gloomy anxiety how 


tracted. This thought sat heavy on my heart, when 


touched me with exquisite remorse, to find him 80 
tenderly solicitous for a life so destructive as mine 
has been to all the peace and tranquillity of his 
soul; that had clouded his gayest hours, and stain- 


8 all the lustre of his former eonduet— 
TRIFLE. 


T must interrupt you now in my Lord's defence. 


 HARRIOT. 
Ay du, 7 _— as you call them, were indeed 
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1 | punetually paid; would to Heaven my debts of e- 

W quity and conscience were half so well discharged ! 

That justice might have saved many an honest 

tradesman and his family from want and misery- 

"I But this cursed attachment to cards hardened my 

beart against all the sentiments of justice and com- 
passion, and even effaced the tender impressions of 
nature from my heart. My children were neglec- 

ted, and left wholly to the care of mercenary ser- 

vants. My Lord, the best of men, found me al- 

ways cold and insensible to his merit and tender- 
ness. Instead of softening the perplexities of life, 
I plunged him into new distress. His fondness 
would not suffer him to be severe, and his gentle 
remonstrances were insignificant. An ardour for 
gaming possessed all my soul: Ombre and Qua- 
| drille ingrossed my whole attention; these were 
the subjects of my waking thoughts, and of my 
nightly dreams. 


| TRIPLE. 
And what more agreeable subject could employ 
your thoughts? but for the dear diversion of cards, 
life would be an insignificant thing, a mere blank. 
were I debarred from that dear amusement, breath | 
| ing would be a fatigue, and I should nnn 


make my exit from the world. 
HARRIOT. 


And pray what do you propose to entertain your- 
zelf with in the next ? What schemes of divers:om 
Ac 4 
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have you contrived, in which t to ow the tedious 
1 of eternity? 
TRIFLE. 


That is a concern so distant and uncertain, that 


It gives me no manner of trouble. These sort of 


chimeras never enter my brain, or, if they did, 1 
should find some little diversion or other, to banish 
such gloomy subjects. 

| HARRIOT, 

But a time will come when these gloomy sub- 
jects will press with their full energy on your mind. 
The not thinking on death will not make us im- 
mortal.—I should have talked just as you do now, 


before my last illness, but that conquered all my 


gaiety. The physicians durst not flatter me with 
life; nature seemed to be making its last efforts to 
retain my flying breath. I thought every moment 
would be the fatal period of all my future hopes, 


and that death would immediately land me on 


some bleak and desolate shore, a naked, unembo- 
died spirit, shivering with horror and guilt among 


ghosts and gloomy spectres. My apprehension in 
this interval was more quick and penetrating than 


usual. I cannot express with what an energy these 


terrors were fixed on my imagination. Had 1 been 


possessor of the whole world, I would have given 


it for some of those inestimable hours! had larish- 


ed away 15 aut and vanity. 


DIALOGUES, 22332 --— 

| TRIFLE.' -: 
T suppose the parson of the parish out all chen 
 whimsies into your head: 1 hear he was _ offi 


cious in attending you. 
HARRIOT. 


His attendance in this exigence was indeed my 
greatest blessing. He acted becoming the prudence 
and sanctity of his character; nothing could be 
more plain and sincere, and at the same time more 
gentle and compassionate. I believe he thought 
me past hopes of recovery, and was embarrassed 
how to express himself in such terms, as might 


keep me from the opposite extremes of prevacup» 
tion or despair. 
TRIFLE. - 


Why, you are quite in the spleen. 1 begin to 
find your disorder contagious; if you talk on these 
subjects much longer, I shall be in the vapours. 
But, dear Lady Harriot, are you regolved to did Ge. 
dieu to Ombre and Quadrille ? 
Hakior. 

I am yet but a young penitent, and dare not 
speak too confidently; but 4 hope, by the divine 
assistance, to keep my resolution: and to free my- 

self from this enchantment, by flying the tempta- 
tion; next week my Lord will carry me into the 
_ Country, +. | E 

*  TRIFLE, | 
And there, I hope, you will live like lady Grace, 
in'The ProveFd Husbas d, spend your time in read- 
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ing, in walking by a canal, or sitting under a great 


tree. O the insipid life! I cannot imagine how 
you will pass the tedious summer, unless it is in 


catching butterflies, or making cowalip. balls for 


Tour children. 
HARRIO Tr. 


LF. my time had never been worse employed, l 
had been freed from the inquietude that now dis- 
tracts my mind; while I reflect on my own guilt, 
and the perplexities in which I find my ok in- 


volved by my extravagant conduct. 


TRIFLE. 

This i is such a ridiculous way of reasoning, such 
an unfashionable manner of thinking, that I can- 
not bear it. Indeed, Lady Harriot, this sickness 
has hurt your understanding. You are good for 
just nothing, but to retire with my Cord to his old 
mansion house in the country; for with these odd 
sentiments, these singularities, you would make a 
strange figure in the Beau Monde: your retire- 
ment will be very seasonable. Without interrup- 
tion you may there ge to church, and say your 


prayers; and instead of losing your money po- 


litely at cards, you may give it away in alms, and 


procure the insignificant blessing of the poor nee- 


dy with it, and get yourself the laudable character 


of a very good Christian. 


| ' HARRIOT: | 
I wish I may deserve it! that glorious title is: 


— 


ous e of dying. 


DlALloGuE SJ 17 


now all my ambition. It was but a few. weeks 
since, I would have given all that mortality can 
boast, for the privilege of such a character. A 


| fine lady—a toasted beauty, gave me little conso- 
lation, when I thought myself entering the dread- 


ful dominions of death, turning into a pale and 
ghastly carcase, confined in a gloomy vault among 
skeletons, worms, and corruption: these were 
dismal scenes to one that never before had a seri- 


TRIFLE, 

These are dismal scenes indeed ! I chall dream 
of nothing but ghosts and spectres this whole night. 
I beseech you, Lady Harriot, let us quit this 
whimsical subject, and talk 7 no longer of death- boys 
and sepulchres. 


HARRIOT- 
Do you really believe you shall ever die? or if 


you should live thirty years longer, are you sure 
that you shall be no older than at this 7 in- 


stant * 


TELE. 
I have not thought enough of these distant e- 


vents, to give you a positive answer. I am but a 
short sighted mortal, and never presumed to pry 


into futurity: at present I feel myself in perfect 
health, in the bloom of youth, without the least 
inclination to meditate on death, or old age, as I 


18 IISCELLANEOUS: PIECES. : 


have no symptom of either. Passing the provent 
hour. gaily is my grand concern. 


Vl seize the jocund moments as they ay, 
7 And all this ills of future fate deſy. 


HARRIO T. 3 | 
A very prudent resolution; could you stop the 
revolutions. as time, and command the sun e 
still. 
. TaLE. | 3, 
wen, my dear, I have had a suſſicient Meer 
of mortality for once. And when I come to visit 
you in the country, I shall expect to find you in 
Jour closet with a Practice piety in your hand, 
and a death's head and an hour-glass before you; 
or if your devotion should take a more romantic 
turn, perhaps you will retire to some grotto, beau- 
tiful in the height of negligence, with your own fine 
flaxen hair falling over your neck, like Mary Mag- 
dalene, in that picture that hangs by you But 
I forget myself; you look as if you: wanted rest, 
and so, dear Lady Harrivt, I will leave you Sans. 
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=: _ DIALOGUE III. . 
__— a 1ife of pleavure. 
$3 * *CLERIMONT. 


* AM surprised, sister, to find you have spent this 
whole day at home, and more to hear you have 


„ 
* 
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no evening- engagement. Are balls and assemblies 


prohibited? or is the play house locked up? or 
was you frighted with the sight of net in your 
last mid-night ramble ? - | 
| ARABELLA.. 
Nothing of all this; I am only trying the nord- 
ty of retirement. I have been running one dull 
circle of vanity these five years, in which every 


week, and almost every day, has past without any 


variety, a mere tedious repetition of the same fol- 
lies. | = bo tes. 7 : 

| CLERIMONT. | 49 
But, my dear sister, why would you put your- 


self to the trouble of so many experiments, before 


you would yield to the conviction of this great 
truth, that all below the sun is vanity? However, 


I am pleased with the change, but a little surprised 


to find you grown, 80 wise in an instant. This 
sudden illumination looks more like the effect of 
caprice than of reason. Pray, Madam, from what 

hour last night may I date this glorious reforma- 

tion? or what was the occasion that you parted 
from the Oy: 80 disgusted, and so tired of 
the world. 

r I ABEI I. A. | | 
To disguise nothing from you, brother, I fancy 

the world grows tired of me. I have appeared s 

constantly at all public entertainments, that people 

seem weary of seeing me; and every new face, 
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tho! not perhaps so handsome as mine, engages the 


attention of all the pretty fellows. I may be as 
contemplative as I please in a crowd, no body trou- 
bles his head about me, nor makes the least _ 


tence to interrupt my meditations. 
| CLERIMONT. 


Then, Madam, I may hope for the Win of 


your company in some of these vacant hours. 
ARABELLA, 


Really, Sir, you have little obligation to me, for 
making your house a sanctuary from the contempt 


of mankind. 
1 | CLERIMONT,. 


It is only the too great delicacy of your temper, 


that makes this supposition: time has not y et im- 


paired a charm in your face. But I have no de- 
sign to compliment you with perpetual youth: nor 
would I have you fancy yourself quite 80 young 


at six and twenty, as you yas at sixteen. 
ARABELLA., 


| You would 5ooner persuade me to reckon my 
age, like the Egyptians, by lunar years, and fancy 


myself fourscore. 
CLERIMONT. 5 


There is a greater decorum in setting yourself 
forward, than in going backward in life. For cer- 
tainly the sun does not stand still, nor the year 
roll backward; nor will old rustic time with his 


scythe and hour- glass, be persuaded to slaken his 


speed, in compliment to a fair lady, Declining 
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autumn will soon overtake your youthfal bloom; 
and however the fields again renew their. verdure, 
a beauteous face, once decayed, never regains a 


second ring. 
ARABELLA. 


Well, my dear brother, you shall place me in 
what situation you will. I have no reluctance to 
be thurst back to the last broken arches in Mirza's 
vision; the gravity of my present temper suits 
very well with that period of life. You shall for- 
get I am your sister, if you please, and fancy I am 


your great-grandmother. 
N CLERIMONT. 


Why really, Madam, I begin to have a great ve- 
neration for you, and am delighted with the saga- 
city of your temper; you are mightily improved 
with one afternoon's solitude. But, dear Miss 
Bell, let me ask you one question: On what terms 


did Carlos and you part, at your last interview? 
|  ARABELLA, 


Why, v we parted never to meet again——This 
is a nice subject, and l beg you would drop it, and 


never name him to me for the future. 


CLERIMONT. | 
I am, Madam, your most obedient bumble ser- 
vant, and shall punctually observe your commands. 
If you keep this resolution, you will ease e my heart 


of its weightiest care. 


ARABELL A. 
Put e out of pain for my resolution. Tou 
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know great alterations sometimes spring from tri- 
vial accidents in the moral, as well as the political 
world. Indeed my conformity to the beau monde 
was often dissembled and insincere. Half my 


Vil E - follies were rather the effect of affectation than 
1 nature. I durst not presume to appear wiser or 
118 better than other fashionable people. 

1 CkERIMONHT. 

ol | I find then, it is ungenteel for people to be in 
1 | WM their right senses, and that it is a ridiculons thing 
4/08 to be wise or good beyond the Standard or the 
8 | mode. 

N en ARABELLA. | 

ul Why really, brother, with your sobriety of dis- 
Til i course and behaviour, you would make a very un- 
: | LIE | polite figure in some shining assemblies; and 


you would find it necessary to make some apo- 
logy for being a reasonable creature, and must 
certainly excuse your intruding yourself among 
well-bred company, in your right senses. 
eee , 

Lou give me a fine picture of the modish world; 
and when I frequent those shining assemblies you 
describe, I will take care to ask their pardon for 
not being out of my wits, and make the best ex- 
cuse I can for coming among them, without being 
stark mad; but then I shall expect some apology 
from dere gay animals, for presuming to walk e- 
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rect, and putting themselves out of the class of 
their four-footed brethren, who act by instinct, 
and sport, and fight, and feed, and sleep, and die.— 
But, my dear sister, let me ask you, how, with 
your good sense and strict education, you have 
been able to spend these last five years in gaming, 
dressing, and sleeping? Did you think this the 


end of your creation, and the grand concern of a 


rational and immortal being ? Or could you ever, 


at night, reflect with satisfaction on one of the 


days spent in such a wild chase of vanity and ex- 
travagance ?, £ 


ARABELLA. : 
Since you will take on you the office of my con- 


fessor, I think myself obliged in conscience to 


speak the truth. I have been so far from reflec 


ting with satisfaction on my past conduct, that as 


soon as ever I found myself alone, and at leisure 
for thought, the review of my daily follies and in- 
discretions made me the most unhappy creature 


on earth. Sometimes my own ill address, at o- 
ther times the fancied neglect of the company, 
sunk me in the vapours; and often a secret re- 
morse for the guilt of so much time mispent, ba- 
nished sleep from my eyes, and peace from my 


soul. 


CLERIMONT. 
And. yet, like the sun, you could rise again in 


morning, and with fresh vigour begin the * 
Volume IV. 


— a4 
* 1 
— — 


—— 


— 


=: 
14 
i 
- 
l 


— * 
ewe — —— — 
e 

- 

—— 


2 = tw 8. 
* 1 
— — — 
— 
— * — 0 . 
2 | ACT: — 
Y — * * c 
* * P * 
* - » 


. — 


— 


— 
—— 


— 


— 
"OE. ee 
"»- O 


— P 


2 — 


— 


n 


* — a) 
OR ee —————— —— —— eee eee EC [AﬀF 
22 22 


— 


in a visionary expectation of new enjoyments.— 
' You find I am growing grave, why don't you in- 
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toil, and run your diurnal race in the same circle 
of vanity. But after such a train of disappoint- 
ments, what could you promise yourself from the 


eint day, beyond _ pow found in the _ ? 
ARABELLA. 


I always flattered myself, that some nice circum- 
stance, some fortunate concurrence of events, 
which never happened before, would render the 


next entertainment more complete than the last. 


CLERIMONT., 
In this succession of vain expectations and blas- 
ted hopes, the ER of mankind waste their 
lives. 
| © The hoary fool, who many days 
Has «truggled with continual sorrow, 


„ Renews his hopes, and blindly lays 
© The desp'rate bet upon to-morrow, 


% To morrow comes; tis noon, 'tis night; 
„ This day like all the former flies; 
« Yet on he runs to seek delight 
« To-morrow, till to-night he dies“ Prior, 


However, this castle building, this l eu an 
is more excusable in the first than in the latter 
part of life; that declining season ought rather to 
be spent in a serious reflection on past errors, than 


terrupt me What pamphlet i is that lying in 
your lap 2 


; DIALOGUES. * * . yt 

ARABELI:A., : 

oh, a very moral treatise, called the Toy 4h9p. 
If I did not resolve on a thorough reformation, L 
should be quite angry with the author for placing 
me in such a ridiculous light to myself. Veny is 
quite out of favour; nor has my footman carried 
a compliment to any lap- dog of quality this morn- 
ing Lou will give me leave to read a speech 
of the master of the toy- shop on this subject. 
„Here is a dog now, that never eat but upon 
cc plate or china; nor set his foot but upon a car- 
« pet or a cushion. Here is one too; this dog be- 
© longed to a lady of as great beauty and fortune 
- © ag any in England; he was her most intimate 
« friend and particular favourite; and upon that 
c account has received more compliments, more 
respect, and more addresses than a first minister 
* of state. Here is another, which was doubtless 
« a dog of singular worth and great importance; 
ce since at his death one of the greatest families in 
* the kingdom were all in tears, received no visits 
* for the space of a week, but shut themselves up, 
« and mourned their loss with inconsolable sor- 
&« row. This dog, while he lived, either for con- 
te tempt of his person, neglect of his business, or 
"ra saucy and impertinent behaviours in their atten- 
te dance on him, had the honour of turning away 
© upwards of thirty servants. He died at last of 
« a cold caught by following one of the —_ in⸗ 
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& to a damp room, for which she lost her place, 
ic her wages, and her character.” 


i see, brother, you are delighted with this satire. 
CLERIMONT, | 


Nor can you be angry, my dear sister, to find this 


folly ridiculed i in a manner so genteel and sprightly. 


ARABELLA, 
I am rather pleased —Afﬀectation is more easily 
put off: I was only a mimic to Miss Modish, being 


_ unwilling she should outshine me in any part of a 


fine character. She lisped so prettily, and talked 
such charming nonsense to her little Shock, that it 
raised my ambition to equal her in those nice ac- 
complishments. But I was never sincere in my 


civilities to lap-dogs and monkies. I may own to 


you, without detriment to my understanding, that 


I had always a secret contempt for the whole ani» 


m race. 


Leſt unfinished. 


LETTERS. 


— 


. 


A rRRSON of your merit, Sir, need not wonder if 
you leave unknown friends in all companies, and 
that you find one interested in your happines, to 
whom you are almost a stranger. Some time 
since, I happened to be one of the company, where 


your good humour and wit was the greatest en- 


tertainment; your sentiments were just and a- 
greeable on every subject, but one, and that (a- 
mong a great variety) chanced to be the immor- 


tality of the soul. I was concerned, I confess, to 
hear you in every thing else so reasonable) em- 


ploy your arguments against she dignity of human 
nature, and the brightest priveleges of mankind; 
without which reason is our greatest curse, an in- 
separable plague, and renders our lot less happy 
than that of the brute · creation, who pursue plea- 
sures proper to their faculties, . torment- 
ing remonstrance of eonscienee. 

What advantage can you men of pleasure pro- 
pose, in divesting yourselves and the rest of man- 
kind of this privilege of immortality : The pros: 

4 | 
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pect, perhaps, of a future hell may molet your 
1 tranquillity: but after all, will confidence and 
| 
| 


| raillery lessen its certainty? Are you arrived at 
19 2 demonstration that there are no burning lakes to 
punish the vicious, nor celestial crowns to reward 
4 the virtuous? Are your principles grounded on 
1h unquestionable evidence ? or do you pretend to no 
more than an equal hazard that things may, or 
may not be as you wish them ? Grant but this, and 
there is no excuse for your extravagance. Were a 
future state but a mere possibility, it were madness 
1 to stake infinite ages of bliss against the pleasures 
1 lj of a day: even that short time is more than you 
can secure; you are altogether uncertain of the 
next moment's fruition of these trifles you value so 
9 much for their being what you call, visible and pre- 
1 gent; and of this you are as uncertain, as you think 
1 the pious man is of all his visionary hopes and fan- 
cied paradise. In one sense yours is as much a life 
of faith, as his; for whatever you boast of the pre- 
sent, you are seldom pleased with it: the greatest 
part of your happiness, as well as his, consists in 
expectation and distant prospects; yet the good 
man has this advantage, that his agreeable reveries 
weill last as long as his life 3 and death, which alone 
can rob him of the glorious fiction, puts him for 
ever out of a capacity of lamenting his loss; while 
/ the Libertine's golden dreams are prepetually bro= 
ken and iaterrupted 3 every new attainment con- 


[ 
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vinces him too sadly of his delusion ; fruition dis- 
solves the pleasing error, and leaves him in de- 
spatr of. ever reaching that point of happiness which 
his imagination forms. And if religion is a delu- 
sion, it is the most lasting and fortunate one in the 
world. / But if there are indeed fields of bliss and 
Shades of love, infinite pleasures and immortal day, 
you men of the world will fihd you have made a 
fatal bargain. Or should these fine things prove 
the tales of mercenary priests, you are still the lo- 
sers; for it must be acknowledged, that a licen- 
tious life is attended with greater mortifications than 
a religious one. How easy are all the difſiculties 
that virtue exacts, to those which our own unbound- 
ed passions impose] The most nice and refined lu- 
xury is accompanied with exquisite vexation, and 
the softest idols of our sense are our greatest plagues. 
These toys, the women, Sir, that you and I 80 much 
admire, soft or severe, are our necessary tormen- 
tors; and we are greater sufferers by their kind- 
ness than their cruelty. It is true, I have not much 
reason to complain of their favours, mais, Mon- 
rieur, vous tes une homme fait a charmer les belles, 
& jouir les bonnes graces de femmes. This is your 
Snare, and that which dans half the race of men. 
Could you escape but this, you might yet attain the 


® Bur you, Sr, are a man 3K to charm the fair, and en- | 
ol the Sood graces of the ladies 


\ 
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skies, and bid fair for a celestial preferment ; nor 
need it cost you so dear, as wholly to renounce the 
charming sex; you are not forbidden an honoura- 
ble and lawful engagement, which has infinitely 
more charms than the mercenary caresses of a 
wh—re. To forfeit an immortal paradise for the 
undistinguishing favours of an impudent coquet, is 
the most desperate madness, it is to anticipate the 
torments below, and double one's damnation. 

Believe me, Sir, I have not written this from an 
enthusiastic zeal; I am no bigot, nor fanatic ; and 
if you knew me, you would easily take my word, 
that I am no blind votary to the priesthood. What 
T have said, is from a generous and humane senti- 
ment, with a design worthy of that sincerity and 
friendship which one man of hononr owes ano- 
ther I beg you on this account to pardon the 
tength and freedom of my letter ; for I think it 
would be no ill breeding to molest a fine gentle- 
man, if he had a mind to damn himself. Howe- 
ver, I will impose no longer on your patience, but 
leave you with this question from one of the great- 
est men in the world, Moncieur Pascal, contre Þ in- 
difference des Athees. 

* Entre nous, le ciel, et Venfer, ow le neant, 


Between us, heaven and hell, or annihilation, there is only 
#his life, the ſrailest thing in the world: and as heaven certain- 
Iy is not for those who doubt whether their souls are immortal, 


whey have only to expect hell, or annihilation. There is nothing 


* 


LETTERS. |: 2 
« il n'y a que la vie, qui est la chose du monde la 
plus fragile; et la ciel n'etant pas certainement 
pour ceux qui doubtent si leur ame est immor- 
telle, ils n'ont à attendre que Venfer, ou le neant. 
IP ny a rien de plus reel que cela, ni de plus ter- 
rible. Faisons tant que nous voudrons les braves, 
66 voilà la fin qui attend la plus belle vie du monde. 
« C'est en vain qu'ils detournent leur pensee de 
« cette eternite qui les attend, comme sb ils la pou- 
% yoient ancantir en n'y pensant point. Elle sub- 
« siste malgrè eux, elle s' avance, et la mort qui la 
« doit ouvrir, les mettra dans peu de tems dans 
«© Phorrible necesssite d'etre eternellement ou a- 
* neantis, ou malheureux.” 


« 
cc 
cc 
10 
It 


1 am, Sir, n 
with all imaginable sincerity, 
your humble servant, 
cARLos. 


more real than this, nor more terrible. Let us affect bravery 
as much as we please, this is the end of the happiest life in the 
world | In vain do they turn off their thoughts from that eter- 
nity which awaits them, as if they could annihilate it, by not | 
thinking of it : it remains in spite of them, it draws near, and 
death that must remove them into it, will in a little time place 


them in the horrible necessity of being either eternally nothing, 
or miscrable. 
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LETTER II. 

N ArcanDes ro CLERIMONT. | 
I usr reproach your unaccountable delay in an 
affair of such importance as I trusted you with, 
and which you are engaged to accomplish, or lose 
your life in the attempt. And what is your life, 
that you should deliberate on such a glorious occa- 
sion? what is your life, that you should balance it 
against your honour and conscience? against the 
present safety, and, perhaps, immortal happiness of 
the fair Lucilia? Is it such a glorious thing to 
breathe, to eat, to sleep, that you should prolong 
your hours to so little purpose, and lengthen Ty : 
existence for such inferior ends? 

You can but die, my Lord, and considering 
death abstractly as the period of human action, a 
violent or natural death is just the same; but con- 
sidering death in another relation, a man that falls 
a sacrifice in the defence of virtue and the cause 
of truth, has infinitely the advantage of one who 
resigns his breath to the ne oÞs some fatal dis- 
ease. bh 

Let the event be what it will you are absolute- 


ly obliged to attempt the rescue of my fair prose- 


lyte from the tyranny of her bigotted and supersti- 
tious guardian, and to carry her into some Protes- 
tant country. If you should abandon her in this 
exigence, she will be reduced either to deny the 


LETTERS. © 33 


faith to which her * assents, and hazard her e- 
ternal ruin; or, by confessing the truth, to expose 
herself to the fury of blinded zeal. 

To this, you know, I fell a victim, and chat i in 
the most base and treacherous manner. It was, I 
confess, my Lord, with the utmost reluctance, that 
I accompanied you in your travels to Rome, and 
nothing but the absolute commands of my father 
could have compelled me to it. Such an abhor- 
rence had I for holy fraud and tyranny, such a con- 
tempt for the solemn fopperies of the Popish reli- 
gion, that I knew to what the openness of my tem- 
per would expose me. I had balanced the hazard, 
and resolved upon no consideration to part with - 
my integrity. I was unpractised in the arts of eva- 
sion; my tongue always spoke the language of my 
heart, and would not for all the sun encompassed, 
have uttered a known falsehood. In the common 
forms of conversation, I never deviated from the 
rules of sincerity; but where religion was concern- 
ed, I would not have purchased life with all its 
joys, by the shadow of a lie, by the least equivo- 
cation. This was the resolution I made at my 
entrance on the Popish dominions. Lou was often 
an uneasy witness of the hazard I ran, by shewing 
an open contempt. of their idolatrous processions. 

Yet, perhaps | was to blame, in treating their 
sacred vanities with an offensive levity, when a se- 
rious conviction had been more successful; but 1 
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could not view their consecrated trifles, with any 
manner of gravity, nor conceal my contempt of ho- 
ly legends; nor durst 1 incur the guilt of such dis- 


simulation, as I saw practised by my own nation. 
I had many presages of the fatal event, whj le I se- 
cretly defied hell, and all its agents, their flames, 
their racks, and every infernal engine A thousand 
illustrious witnesses had trod the arduous path, and 


led the way to glory : I rather courted than avoid- 


ed the happy destiny, and spoke and acted with 
the same liberty, as I would have done in a protes- 
tant country. N 

The freedom, however, which 1 took in conver- 
sation with the Cardinal * * ®, was with the great- 
est security. My frequent visits to the generous 
man gave me an easy access to his beautiful niece, 


who, from the gentleness of her uncle's disposition, 


found more liberty than the Italian customs allo w- 
ed. From the moment I saw her, I loved her, and 
could not but observe the attention with which she 
listened to my discourses of a religious nature. 


With a freedom becoming the innocence of her 


thoughts, she gave me frequent opportunities of 
conversing with her; by this I discovered that the 
virtues of her mind answered all the promise of 


ber face, and animated her outward form with 


such unrivalled elegance and beauty, that even 
I, who have seen celestial perfection, still think 


her lovely. But it is her heavenly disposition chat 


LETTERS». 3 


has kindled that divine affection, which I dare a- 
vow in these serene and holy regions, where no- 
thing impure shall ever enter. She is not more 
the care of her guardian angel than mine. 

As heaven gave my arguments success, and 
brought the gentle convert from the darkness in 
which she was educated, I have a particular con- 
cern to secure her tender mind from any tempta- 
tion to a relapse into her first superstition. Her 
own fears, with my importunity and assurance of 
the most honourable protection, prevailed with her 
to consent to the plan I had laid for her security; 
which I intrusted to your care, when I found the 
wound” was mortal, which I received from the 
treacherous friar at the entrance of a monastery. 

Believe me, my Lord, your conscience, your 
honour is engaged to discharge the trust I deliver- 
ed to you with my expiring breath; and I renew 
my importunity that you would protect the help- 
less maid, and transport her to some place where 
she may enjoy her liberty, safe from the terrors of 
the infernal inquisition. 

She is worth the care of angels, and it will be a 
noble satisfaction to your mind, when you reflect 
that you have protected such virtue. These are 
actions which must meet with approbation in the 
empyrean courts, and are subjects worthy the ad- 
miration of the splendid socicties of heaven. These 
beneficent spirits interest themselves in the affairs 
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of mortals, and give every generous attempt its 


just and full applause. Adieu. 


ALcaxDER. 
P 
LETTER III. 
| To the honourable Mys — nn" 
Madam, | 1697. 


I coul p not hold my pen to write to any person in 

the world besides your Ladyship ; but Jam so tran- 
sported to hear from you, and have such a mind 
to say something to you, that my soul exerts its 


utmost force, as resolved to conquer the weakness 
of my body. II have been a long time hovering 


on the very edges of the immaterial world; and 
though the prospect looked all dark and formidable, 
yet my soul could not fancy herself on the very 


precipice of the invisible world, and cease to be in- 


quisitive, any more than she could cease to be a 
soul. My curiosity was so great to know how un- 
embodied spirits act, and what regions they inha- 
bit, that I could willingly have taken a leap in the 
dark to be satisfied. ; 


We see the waves, and hear the billows roar, 
The dashing rocks, and hollow whiatling wind. 

'Tis a wide leap to that dark, dreadful shore, 
And none come back to tell us what they find, 


I can hold up my head no longer; but yet, Ma- 


dam, I will stay to tell you, (for perhaps I may 


LETTERS... 7 


never write to you more) that the cold embraces of 
death shall never freeze up the kindness I have 
for you; no, the sacred flame shall glow in my 
breast to eternity. I will be your guardian angel, 
and leave paradise to converse with you; and 
when fate shall call you away, I will be the first 
kind spirit that shall greet yours, and, with a thou- 
sand celestial songs, welcome your arrival to the 
blessed land of love; and to endear myself the 
more to you, 


My soul I will so 4 conform to thine, 
Thou scarce shalt know thy own bright soul from mine. 


And now, Madam, farewell; if I die, I shall 
resign my breath as calmly as infants fall asleep, 
and with a spirit becoming f 

Your friend and servant. 


P. S. It is too cs Git Mr should be 
concerned for my illness My service to him, and 
: tell him I. will find him out among his brother an- 
gels, and entertain him with my songs in requital. 


— — 
LETTER IV. 


To the game. 
Madam, 


Jusr as your letter came, I was going to take the 
air, instead of steel, for the spleen, as you call it; 
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but I rather flatter myself, that this chagrin is the 
pure effect of reason and reflection. I am tired 
with whatever I have yet enjoyed in the world, 
and expect no greater satisfactions here. And, 
for my part, I cannot amuse myself with trifles, 
nor relish those insipid things, that, with the great- 
est part of the world, pass for the very essentials 
of happiness; and were I never to enjoy pleasures 
more sublime and rational, methinks I could this 
moment throw up my title to immortality. I am 
cloyed with all the impertinences that attend hu- 
man life, and long to know what novelties the in- 
visible regions have to entertain me with. I can 
find no gust in any thing but the thoughts of being 
plunged in immortal pleasures, and being regaled 
with infinite beatitudes. 5 
I hope, Madam, I need not ask your pardon for 
growing serious on a subject like this; since to be 
otherwise, when I believe myself upon the very bor- 
ders of eternity, would be a levity that my own rea- 
son would reproach me with for ever. 

Jou may call it spleen, or fancy, or what you 
please; but I think it more reasonable to believe 
it the impulse of some friendly spirit, to prepare 
me for the important part I am shortly to act. 

If you never hear from me again, be assured, I 
shall carry my affections for you to the regions of 


ö peace and unity, and cherish the gentle disposition 
3 $148 till we meet _ 


ion 


| LEPTERS, „ 

| | AndiFgn is taste such en N n 
How boundless will its raptures be above ? | 

| Adieu. 


My FOE: to Mr „ he talled of N 
Charnock's Sermons, but not knowing whether he 
will carry them to Lo—_——,.I did not send them 
now : but tell him, if he will, he may send for them 
to-morrow, and keep them as long as he pleases. 
It is pity when: there is so much divinity in the 
world, people should be forced to read Ludlow's 


Memoirs on * ' 
LETTER V. 
To the game. 
1697. 


WII, Malem, you shall even Jaw i it your own 
way; I have the vapours, am lost in spleen; for 


what else could put such odd conceits into my head 


as these, that I am mortal, that the date of my life 
is uncertain, that perhaps IL may never see another 
rising sun, or, before the close of another evening, 
„My soul may leave this tenement of clay, 
« And to an unknown somewhere wing its way.“ 
Future securities are indeed very impertinent cares, 
and a box of pills is, without doubt, an excellent 


remedy for such melancholy whimsies as chese. 
Volume Th, „ ; | 
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But without raillery, Madam, should I recover 
my health, and get rid of these dangerous symp- 
toms, you cannot tax me with superstition, for mak- 
ing the best provision I can in a matter of so vast 
consequence. While people are in their right sen- 
ses, it cannot be an indifferent case to them, whe- 
ther they are to be happy or miserable in an end- 
less duration. 

Not that I think it necessary to a future 3 
ness, to quit all the innocent enſoyments of life; or 
that I am contracting such intimacies with celes- 
tial beings, as to grow indifferent to my earthly ac- 
quaintance. I am not yet so mortiſied as you i- 
magine, to human passions. There is an eternal 
propensity in my soul to love and beneficence. I 
received the generous principle with the breath of 
life, and find it inseparable from my existence; 
nor can time or distance blot from my memory 
the intervals of aps I have enjoyed in your 
conversation. 

But I have no more to say to your Ladyship on 
this subject, for I do not design to engage you a- 
gainst me too; therefore I desire your leave, Ma- 
dam, to say the rest to Mr — for I have recol- 
lected myself now. 

Sir, I am unwilling to lose an opportunity of 
telling you, that my inclinations to solitude are 
neither the eifects of melancholy, or ill nature, or 
the narrow principle of believing I was born wholly 
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for myself; much less do they arise from any affect- 
ed delicacy or ambition of being thought better and 
wiser than other people. I aspire to no character 
above that of a reasonable creature. But you know, 
Sir, there are nobler inducements to retirement 
than these; and if I tell you, that I chuse it as the 
greatest improvement of my reason and morals, 
and the best method I can find to be happy, I hope 
you will grant I have given you a very fair account 
of those resolutions, which you are pleased to think 
$0 fantastic and unreasonable. I confess, Sir, one 
may think in a crowd, and make some imperfect 
reflections; but it ĩs alone that you form your most 
exact and impartial notions. It is then you exa- 
mine vulgar prejudices, and reject the little princĩ- 
ples of the bigotted and superstitious : it is then 
you fortify yourself against the tyranny of custom, 
and the impositions of persons, who do a thousand 
unreasonable things themselves, and gravely tell 
you, it is a and ill-· breeding not to imitate 
them. 

But then you tell me, it is possible t to chink too 
much. This, Sir, from you is an extraordinary 
caution; yet I as little fear being too thoughtful, 
as being too wise or good. I am sure the more 
we exert the force of our understanding, the more 
elear and sublime our ideas are. And suppose the 
worst, that these intense operations of the mind 
should waste the spirits, it is in doing the business of 

2 
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life apace; and when our parts are acted, we are 
"_— to quit the stage. Nor is it a long, but hap- 
py life, which I would chuse; and I am convinced 
that privacy is the most likely way to make mine so. 
| | Nor by me e'er shall you, 
| 8 You of all names the sweetest and the best, 
| « You muses, books, and liberty, and rest, 
| « You fountains, fields, and floods, forsaken be, 
| As long as life itself forsakes not me.“ 


c«c 


Cooley. 
Here my hours are absolutely at my own . 
sal, nor am I obliged to devote any part of my 
time (that invaluable time which flies, and never 
again returns) to trifling and ceremony. Here I 
need not flatter the vain, nor be tired with the im- 
pertinent, nor be confined to a certain set of insi- 
pid subjects, that have been drained a thousand 
3 times over. But here my thoughts can entertain 
1 me with endless variety; and when I am weary of 
reflecting on the impertinent hurry that mortals 
make 1n passing to their graves, the sordid designs 
of some, and the splendid follies of others; with 
the last contempt 1 even bid mankind farewell, and 
launching out into the boundless ether, entertain 
myself with much more noble and charming spe- 
culations. 


I view the spangled wonders of the sky; 

Where I observe, with an admiring sense, 

Their motion, magnitude and influence. 

Ranging through heav'n's vast track, methinks, I hear 
Ihe haxmonious music of each tuneful sphere, 


— Ihe 
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Swarms of new worlds discover, and survey 

The sparkling glories of the milky way. 

Now through th' empyrean heav'n 1 freely rove, 
And feast my senses on the throne of Jove, 
View those eternal mansions, where the blest 


Are. rapt with joys too great to be exprest. 


I have done, Sir, now, which I believe you will 
think very good news. 


1 am, K.. 


LETTER VI. 


To the game. 


IcH vED your Ladyship's long letter, 1 ano- 


ther since; they were both extremely welcome, but 
how welcome 1 want words to tell you. Accord- 
ing to your Ladyship's order, I writ a letter, and 
sent it to Frome, to enquire for somebody that 
went to Sherborn fair, but could hear of none that 
designed to go. However, if they had, I should 
have ordered the bearer to have left it at philoso- 
pher Fox's shop, to have saved Michael a few 
steps. For the truth of it is, your Ladyship had 
set him a pretty odd kind of task; and I warrant he 
asked every fellow that stood with his mouth open, 
his back agaiust a post, and one of his legs eross- 
ed over his staff, whether. he lived at Frome? and 
if he did, whether he had no letter about him for 
his lady However, the worst of it was, Michael 
lost his labour: for which I am very sorry, and 
; C3 ns 
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Shall never be easy fill I think your Ladyship has 


received this, to inform you, that I was not only 


disappointed then of sending to Sherborn, but like- 
wise the Saturday after to Bruton. For I am yain 
enough to measure your Ladyship's friendship by 


my own, and if I am deluded, I would not be un- 


deceived for the world: no, I would rather indulge 
the blessed fiction till I die. And now I think of 
dying, I desire your Ladyship to speak to Mr ——, 
that, when he prays for long life for himself and 
his friends, he would be pleased to leave me out 
of his petitions, for I do not intend to stand to 
them; no, nor to your Ladyship's neither; though 
J must confess, sixty years is a more reasonable 


time than an hundred. However, I will add my 


prayers to your Ladyship's, for double the time 
for you. You are happy, Madam, and will be so, 
I hope, when I am lodged in a silent grave; there 
fore you may wish for long life: but 
They merit not to live at all, 
Who care to live unblest. 
F fancy I have more news to tell you besides 
this! and some of it is, that Sbud was here yes- 


terday, and lodged here one night. He has set 


up for a quack now, and keeps all the markets. 
Dinah got a copy of verses from him, that was to 
be sent to his mistress; and to give you a taste of 


his poetry, I will repeat two of his verges to Tous 
Lare. 


SF. 
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Then 45 but think, dear Madam, how I smart, 
When all your darts stick hissing in my heart ? 


Much such another piece of poetry came yester- 


day to kiss my fair hands: it was brought by a man 


in a blue coat, the colour of your livery. He 


would deliver the letter himself, and before I o- 


pened it, I asked him whence it came? he told me 
from L 3. 80 I broke it open with all the im- 


patience of love. The hand was very much like 


your Ladyship's; and before I looked on the let- 
ter that came with the poem, I fell to reading the 
verses, and wondered at my heart what had put 


your Ladyship into such an unlucky versifying hu- 


mour, for I must needs say, that I did not like 
them, no, though I thought them your Ladyship's 3 
and if any thing could have made me partial, that 
would. But I had not read much of the poem, 
before I had the curiosity to look over your letter, 
(as I then thought it) but when I found a gentle- 
man's name subscribed to it, {though I neither 


knew nor cared a straw who the gentleman was), 


it put me into a rapture, and I began to thank the 


stars that your Ladyship was still in your wits. 


And because you shall pardon these impudent 
thoughts of mine, see how the mighty bard begins: 
When Ver began to peep from ether's coasts 
« On the terraqueous globe, and num'rous hosts 
* Of arid, puddling objects all around 
* Encompassing the frozen ground. 
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I will shew it you, if I do not die of a broken Heart 
before I see you again; but 47 Shall have a mule 
more of it now. 


% LO! Philomela-does prepare to sing 
« Her warbling anthems to the joyful spring. 
« She peeps her radiant head 
« Up from her grass-green bed, 
tt And among circumambient notes, 
« She's known from all their charming throats, c. 
Poor Pegasus! thou wast never so wretchedly rid 
before, except when Sbud got astride thee. 


I think it will be convenient to leave room to 
N myself 
1 5 Your, &c. 
f 5 | * _ + | | 15 


LETTER vn. 
7 the ame. 


Is you! knew the sentiments of my heart, vou 


would find no reason to complain of me. Can you 


think me so stupid, as not to prefer such conversation 


as yours, to musing away my hours in a chamber, 
if T really thought myself fit for society? but my 
soul is perfectly untuned, and vou have more rea- 
son to pity than reproach me. Nou may imagine, 
that conversing with a man of Mr Rowe's elegant 
taste and good sense, must have given me a per- 
fect disgust to all the society this country affords. 
I own it has had that _ and I love the town 
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very well: but a gloomy turn of thought gives me 
such an aversion to company, that all the impor- 
tunity of Mr Rowe's. relations cannot make me re- 
solve to go back to them; though I have an affec- 
tion for them more tender chan all the . na- 
ture. | 
I am extremely ploesed with the fine characters 
the world gives of Lady —— and Lady = 
| how much must you merit, whose example Wh 
given such perfect patterns of virtue to the world ! 
I never read the Spectator, but I apply all his cha- 
racters of a fine woman to you. I do not use to 
make speeches of this kind, you know, therefore 
ou —_ depend on the sincerity of, 
Madam, | 
| Tour, &c. 


P. S. I hope by this time you have procured 
Dr Scot's works: for I am sure you will be ex- 
tremely pleased in reading them. I read lately, 
in one of his books, a discourse called CHrist's re. 
gal acts: where he treats of the last judgment in 
such a surprising manner, that no poetical descrip- 
tion can go beyond it. I know you will be trans- 

ported with it, and I shall scarce enjoy myself till 
you have read it. It is in the second volume of 
his Chrittian life. Pray make me easy, and read 
It as soon as YOu. can. 


„ —_— — — — — o * 
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LETTER VIII. 


To the same. 


1717. 
My letters ought to be called epistles from the 
dead to the living, for I know nothing relating to 
this world to entertain my surviving friends with; 
nor are people very fond of keeping a correspond- 
ence with ghosts and phantoms, or receiving in- 
telligences from another world; and as there are 
no sliades in these desolate regions of greater con- 
sequence than myself, nothing happens remarkable 
enough to bear a recital. When I was alive, I 
never was very fond of talking of myself; but be- 
ing the greatest novelty in this place, I am now 
forced upon the subject, for want of something 


more considerable. It is possible, I find, to be 


happy in the absence of all that people call amuse- 
ment and diversion. When the mind is in a si- 
tuation superior to the changing scenes below the 
sun, in pursuit of boundless and immortal bliss, 
the soul with a noble freedom ascends the celestial 
heights, in search of its great Original, the foun- 
tain of its existence, and centre of all its hopes. 
All her joys are visionary bliss, 
But here is all substantial ecstacy, - 

But were these gay speculations a delusion, let me 
be thus deceived, till death shall end the pleasing 
dream. Were the Christian heaven as great a fa- 
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ble as the poets Elysium, it is a fable so beautiful- 
ly contrived, that I would not exchange it for the 


gloomy scheme of the most sagacious free-thinker z 


rather let me indulge the charming delirium, and 
entertain myself with the transporting fiction, un- 
til that and my existence meet their final period. 

If I lived among mortals, I should certainly 
know how to direct to Lady 


; but being in 


a state of separate existence, this ignorance is ex- 


cusable: yet, whether I am dead or alive, I am al- 

ways, 1 

| Madam, 1 
Tour, &c. 


LETTER IX. 
To the came. 
Madam, | | | 1720. 
I canxor forbear expressing my concern for you, 
under this severe affliction of the death of my La- 
dy - Ir is impertinent to reason, and against 
the dictates of nature, or else you might satisfy 
yourself with the extraordinary character she has 
left behind her, and her rest from the misfortunes 
of life. | 3 
Thou best of all thy sex! impiety 
Itself would drop a sacred tear on thee; 
Had savages thy gentle aspect view'd, 


To softness all their rage had been subdu'd. 


— 2 — — — 
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My concern is too sincere and tender, to * any 
more upon this a 


T: E T TER X. 
To the honourable 1 . 
Madam, mY 7773. 


I sHouLD be very 8 if I could persuade my⸗ 
self that you can be half so sensible of the want of 
my company, as I am of the loss of yours; and I 
certainly make myself a greater compliment than I 
do you, when I tell you, that I find your carly wit, 
and pretty turn of thought, pertectly agreeable and 
entertaining. 


Vour growing wit shall gain 8 
And ev'ry muse shall learn Myrtilla's name; 
Nor less shall be the conquests of your eyes, 
When all your charms shall to perfection rise. 


T ought to take more pains about every thing T 
write to you, than I have done about these lines; 
but I know, Madam, you have good-nature enough 
to excuse Eat 0 


Your, SC 
LETTER. XI. 


To the Right Hon. the Countess of ——— 
1716, 


IAM extremely pleased to hear you express such a 
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tender concern for my Lord. ——. Tam glad you 
are so well acquainted with the power of a just 
and innocent passion; and I hope public disorders 
will never interrupt your happiness, and that all 
your Ladyship's fears will soon vanish. Virtuous 
lovers are the care of Heaven, and the guardian 
angels will protect a man of my Lord merit. 
This grave way of writing, I am afraid, is not 
very agreeable to your taste, and you will think it 
the dismal effect of my sober contemplations; but 
it will be impossible for me ever to be more gay, 
unless 1 could forget Mr Rowe, and — 
forget myself, and all the world. 


For him all thoughts of pleasure 1 forego, 

For him my tears shall never cease to flow, 

For him at once I from the world retire, 
Jo feed in silent shades a hopeless fire. 


But 1 must, in charity to your Ladyship, 8 
this subject, and desire you to believe, that, 


1 am, &c, 


— 


To the ame. 
Madam, 1 1716. 


* 


Tx loss of such letters as mine, does not require 
much apology. If I could have wrote any thing 
entertaining, I should not have been silent, after 80 
agreeable a letter as that I received from you; but 


* 
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I was not willing to put you in the spleen, in re- 
compence for the satisfaction you gave me. How- 
ever, I shall do it now, for I cannot be easy till 1 
have filled my letter with these melancholy lines 
out of the tragedy of Jane Gray. 


My soul grows out of tune, it loathes the world, 

Sickens at all the noise and folly of it; 

And I could sit me down in some dull shade, 

Where lonely contemplation keeps her cave, 

And dwells with hoary hermits; there forget myself; 

There fix my stupid eyes upon the earth, 

And muse away an age in deepest melancholy. | 

If this finds you full of the same tender fears 

you had for my Lord „when 1 saw you last, 

it will but indulge your grief; but 1 hope you have 

now more gay expectations. 
If you come to Witham, I beg you to remember 

your engagement to see me, which, however in- 

Sipid all other kinds of pleasure are to me, will be 


a great satisfaction to 


5 Your, &c. 
LETTER XIII. 
To the same. 
1719. 
Tarn is not in the English history, a more beau- 
tiful character than that of Lady Jane Gray; and 
I am not surprised to find you charmed with the 
shining figure she makes in Mr Rowe's tragedy, | 


T3 
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You seem to have an equal softness of temper, 
and a resembling delicacy in your way of thinking. 
Your sentiments had certainly been the same with 
the young heroine's, if you had the same part to 
act, that of a martyr, which I hope you never will, 
Not that I should envy. you that illustrious charac- 
ter, or am at all unwilling you should lose your 
head, on condition you could set it on again, with 
as much dexterity as St Winifred, without the least 
| disadvantage to your fine person. | 
I should have been too modest to have troubled 
| you with the inclosed, if I had known how to have 
directed to Lady ———-. This ignorance would 
be inexcusable in any other part of the world; but 
the honest people here know so little where to find 
Lady —— ——, that they could not inform me, 
where King George himself resides. If I lived in 
a cave, I could not be more ignorant of what pas- 
ses in the grand monde. I have indeed some ima- 
ginary regions of my own framing, some poetical 
dominions. © 


Where fancy in her airy triumph reigns, 
And spreads her gay delusive scenes, 
But I believe you will leave me to the unenvied 
= enjoyment of these visionary worlds, without the 
Least curiosity to know what passes there. 
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7 0 the game. | 


You letters never fail to give me some intervals 

of pleasure, be the subject what it will; but the 
pleasure is heightened to hear you express such a 
generous satisfaction on a public account, and the 
prospect of the future happiness and welfare of 


your country. I hope your fears for Lady = 


are vanished by this time, and that Heaven will 
long continue an example of such early vittue to 
the world. But how uncertain are human ings? e 
———— © empty ane 5 

Of carthly Vid! Nin Goallyarbdn ts! 21 

I cannot but own, I K —— 
find the gay expectations from this world all des 
loading and treacherous. You know, Madam, this 
is not from any malice in my temper, for I wish 
you all the happiness that would not be prejudicial 
to pleasures more noble and lasting. The just- 
ness of your sentiments from such early reflec- 
tions, and amidst all the inchanting appearances 
of life, confirms me much more in a contempt of 
the world than all-Seneca's morals. 


- Grantime, O virtue, thy most solid joy, 
Grant me the pleasures of the mind, 
Pleasures which only in pursuit of thee we find, 
Which fortune cannot mar, nor chance destroy. 


l am, &c. 


„ 


concern for Lady 
is any thing melancholy i in an early death, after 2 
life so virtuous. Your charming sister has, in. 
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LETTER XV. 


To the came. 
Madam, e 
I SHouLD have wrote to your Ladyship before 


now, but I thought your concern too just and sin- 
cere, to be treated with ceremony. Indeed I am 


ill qualified to write epistles of consolation. The 


wise, doleful things, that people vex their friends 


with on those occasions, appear to me more like 2 
farce than a just sense of their grief. People may 
talk like good Christians at their ease, but pretty 
sentences and formal speeches are very trifling re- 
medies to a real and unaffected sorrow. 
You see, Madam, I am ready to justify all your 
Not that I think there 


my opinion, quitted the stage very gracefully, and 
in all the decorum of youthful charms and piety. 
Mr Collier tells us in his Essays, that if the sun 
was never to rise again, it would be much more 
glorious for him to fall from the skies with all his 
light and heat, than to gain a few hours only to 
languish and decline. | 

My thoughts are not at present als consist | 


ent. —l have been reading my Lord Shaftesbury's . 
Moralist, which has filled my head with beauty, 
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and love, and harmony, but all of a divine and mys- 
terious nature. However superior his notions 
may be to my capacity, I have been agreeably led 
on through I know not what inchanting scenes of 
happiness. I wish you would read it, for it would 
make you the most charming and agreeable enthu- 
eiast in the world. Whether J am in my right 


senses at present, I cannot tell but you may be 
assured 


: I am, "0 
LETTER XVI. 
* the ame. 

Madam, | 
1e aby 6 read your Ladyship's letter for tears. 
In the circumstances you are in, I can dispute 
none of your commands, especially one so agree- 
able to myself, as that of waiting upon you, if in 
your gayer thoughts you should insist on it. If 
(as you fancy) J yield with some reluctance, it is 
only on a selfish consideration, because I am un- 
willing to convince you, that all your thoughts to 
my advantage are without any foundation ; for 
you will find so little vivacity in my conversation, 
that I believe this will be last proof you will exact 


of my obedience ; but whatever be the event, you 
may command me. 
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1 am afraid I send * the incloged too 800n, to 
renew your grief, but not too soon to express my 
gratitude and esteem. [ dare not talk on this 


subject. 
| I am, &c. 
LET T E R XVII. : 
| To the Same. 7 85 | 
Madam, | 


War shall I say? I would attend you, I would eee 
and hear you, though in a desart, if I knew where 
to find you, or how to attain the happiness ; but 
alas ! the whole earthly globe is between us, and 
the poles may as well meet. A horse or a stage- 
coach would be sure destruction, and shatter my 
frame to atoms, nor was 1 ever alone on the road; 
yet I would refuse you nothing, and if wy Lord 
could spare his coach But am afraid the pro- 
ject is impossible, and 1 still bags, I may have the 
happiness to see you at But you may 
command me to follow you whers you please; 
your conversation is e which will balance 
every thing. 

Though I never — a people to forget 
their mortality, I hope your remembrance of it is 
only the spleen. I would fain beheve you have 
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many happy years to live; and may heaven crown 
them with as many blessings as you can wish. 
1 am, &c. | 


—— —ů ů — 
— — —ð——— — 


LETTER XVIII. 


To the game. 
Madam, 


Tou will find, by the hurry I was in to leave 


Hampstead, how little relish I had for society, af- 
ter I had left your Ladyship. Your conversation 
gave me a perfect disgust even to the people I most 
valued, In this impatience I followed the dictates 


of my own ungoverned imagination, and left the 


town and all its joys this morning; after this I 
need make no apology for writing a short letter. 
If I had leisure, I should say a thousand ſine things 
to Lady ——, {I may call them fine things in jus- 
tice to myself,) but I am sincerely grieved that I 
lost the happiness I promised myself in her conver- 
sation; yet wherever I am, she may command 


me for writing or drawing what is most agreeable 


to her. 
| I am, &. 
LETTER xX. 
To the gume. | 
Madam, 1719. 


Vous sentiments are perfectly just, that it is more 


glorious to despise che world 1 in the midst of all its 
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gay temptations, than to gain the victory by a cow- 
ardly flight; but I am only a mere mortal, and ean- 
not pretend to thoge celestial heights of virtue. 
However, if I had been a Roman Catholic, I might 
have got the reputation of a saint by this retreat; 
but being of a more reasonable religion, people will 
gooner impute my retirement to distraction than 


80 devotion. I begin to fancy I grow as humoursome 
1 as Moliere's Misanthrope. If I had many visits 
45 from the good gentle women hereabouts, I should 
IE raise the price of hartshorn to keep me from faint- 
er ing fits; for oh! I sicken, I die or sleep and 
he dream, and am perfectly stupified at their approach. 
1 I would fain reason myself into more patience and 
ws | composure of mind; but this nicety of temper 
ngs grows upon me, so that I shall never be fit for the 
US- society of mortals again. Your Ladyship's letters 
at I are my only entertainment, in a place where there 
oe is an absolute vacancy of common sense; and they 
and give me a pleasure in my own way, which is un- 
able mingled with fatigue. I should blame myself for 
being given up to such a careless sort of tranquilli- 
g ty, but it is almost necessary to my temper. I am 
impatient of all the conversation, which happens 
in low life; and in a higher rank, I have such an 
aversion to every thing that appears servile and de- 
19. pendent, that even the necessary formalities that 
25 people are obliged to pay, grow tiresome and ridi- 
a 


culous, Whether this 1 from some uncon- 
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quered pride in my heart, or from a conscious 
greatness of mind, I am not willing to determine; 
because I have an inclination to be partial to my- 
self, and to make my faults pass for virtues. 


pays letter is of a | proper length, and after that, 


I am, &c. 


'LEELRR® N. 
To the came. 


x ov will find by the inclosed, how my Sinn 
were employed in the little fit of sickness which 
lately confined me. 'My thoughts were on this 
occasion very gay and serene; but the case was 
only imaginary z when it comes to be real, and in 
a more gloomy interval, those unknown regions 
may have a different appearance. But as to hu- 
man things, my concern for your future happiness 
will be the last care I shall resign. As for this 
World, you have as great à share of felicity, as the 
most beneficent temper can wish you, if wealth 
and grandeur can yield any real joy, and have any 
thing in them beyond a fleeting visionary appear- 
ance; as they have not, if you beheve the Peet. 


4 Short is the date, and narrow is the span, 

„„ Which bounds the little life of foolisb man. 
Gay scenes of bliss the ravish'd soul surptise, 
c Raise his vain ne and glitter in his eyes; 


„ The following deer, 


- 


8 I Y *** 
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„ Of swelling titles he supinely dreams, 

« Vast are his projects, and refin'd his schemes; 
„ But when his morning views of joy are past, 
The melancholy ev ning comes at last; 

« The tyrant death a hasty summons sends, 
RE. A mee entary glory ends.“ | of. 
. 9 Mr Daniel. 

You will not be displeased, if I leave you now to 
your own more gay soliloquies. Adieu. 


To the right a the Counters Cn 
5 Madam, 
Wattage I have weeks, or days, or but a fo 


Hours to live, Heav'n only can determine; but as, 
from some dangerous symptoms, I think my time 


very short, I find a great deal of pleasure in taking 
my leave of my friends in this solemn manner. 


You may be assured the esteem I am now expres- 
sing for you, is sigcere; I am past the ceremonies 
of the world, and therefore I cannot treat you with 
the least formality. My thoughts have often vi- 
sited the mansions of the dead; the part I am now 
to perform has been so frequently acted over in my 
imagination, that I am not discomposed to think, 
that in a few days the circumstances may be real. 
5 People have generally a curiosity to know the 
thoughts of their friends, when they are on the 
borders of chose —_— and unknown regions, 

| > on | | 
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from whence there is no return. It is indeed a 
serious thing to die; but virtue disarms the gloomy 
king of all his rare, and n the prospect 
of futyrity. 

I have read the Spectators on this subject with 
ane pleasure, and have been charmed with 
some instances of the Roman fortitude; but the 
Christian religion arms the mind with a resolution 
more just and noble; While it assures us, with the 
clearest evidence, that an immortality of happiness 
3s the reward of a pious life. 7 5 L 

If you hear no more from me, my dearest e f 
a long adieu, til we meet in che e seats 


abore. 


'E Roux. 


"" 


LETTER XXII 25 wan 
| 0 hg dame. n 

Nay was e 2 more exact Kae DE Mrs 
s style and way of thinking, than the paper 
you inclosed ;; every line appeared like the genuine 
product of her unguided imagination. I hope his 
Lordship will never take, it into his brains to mi- 
mic any of my essays, either in verse or prose. The 
very apprehension sinks my spirits. However, I 
aw xesolved to stille all these motions of modesty, 

aud go on through! sense and nonsense to fill up 


$ 


or 


= 0 I 


dS pwr « | + - 


my paper, defying any peer in the realm to imitate 
my style, unless his imagination takes as many 


shapes as Proteus. 


How many unsuccessful attempts I shall make 
in translating Pastor Fido, is yet uncertain. I con- 
demn in one moment, what I admired but just be- 


fore; I write five or six verses, and think them 


perfectly fine and harmonious, worthy of Apollo 
himself, and never to be excelled. I read them vath 
approbation and rapture, and do myself the high- 
est justice; till, on a more deliberate view, I sink 
from my elevations, and grow exceeding humble, 
to find every line dull and impertinent.—I wish 
the pope would confer on me some share of his 
infallibility, that I might make an unerring judg- 


ment of myself, though I am afraid such a judg- 
ment would not raise my vanity. | 


1 perceive I am the heraine of this epistle, except 


| the honour I have done my Lord ——, in men- 
| tioning him. I continue. to do myself honour by 
| subscribing myself 


| Your, Aci | 


2 1 have just read a long and agreeable 
letter from Mrs „but my integrity has no ef- 
fect; for she will . the word, eweetly, to her 


Est breath, and give up her life | in the dear har- 


I - Sound. 


— 
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LETTER XXII. 


To the ame. 
Madam, 


I as sincerely thank you for vidiag me so many 
new years, as a slave would for wishing he might - 
long enjoy his fetters. - Not but nature recoils at 
the gloomy passage, without the supports that the 
great truths of Christianity afford; and even with 
these, the fatal darkness has often a thousand i- 
maginary terrors, which are described with great 
emphasis in the n lines by an unknown 
hand. 


« The soul convuls'd, 

* Trembles in anxious doubt, and «hudd'ring stands, 

* Afraid to leap into the op'ning gulph, 

n Of future fate: till all the banks of clay 

& Fall from beneath his feet: in vain he grasps 
„The $hatter'd reeds, that cheat his easy wish. 


« Then the gay glories of the living world 

c“ Shall cast their empty varnish, and retire 

tc -Qut of his feeble view, while rising shades 

8 hov'ring on all nature's various face, 

4 Music shall cease, and instruments of joy 

« Shall fail that sullen hour; nor can the mind 

% Attend their sound, when fancy swims in death, 

4 | Confus'd and crush'd with cares; for long shall seem 
„ The dreary road, and melancholy dark, 

That leads he knows not where. 


These grave reflections are not, perhaps, a-propos 
to a ſine lady in the bloom of youth, and amidst all 
the blandishments of a court: one would think I 
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was writing to some sober dissenter, mortified to 
the gaudy vanities of the world: but really, Ma- 
dam, my entertaining you on these subjects is the 
greatest compliment I can make you, and an un- 
questionable evidence of a friendship that forms 
wishes for your happiness beyond all the advan- 
tages this treacherous world can give you. The 
flattering dream of life will soon be over, and all 
beyond is boundless and immortal. 
Eternity! thou dreadful, pleasing thought! 
Through what variety of untry'd being, 
2 what new scenes and changes must we pass? 
Addison. 
However, you may have no curiosty, at present, 
to try what enjoyments the invisible region can 
yield, and are too well pleased with your present 
station, to grow impatient to be above the stars: 
but if you should forget that you are mortal, and 
born to die, it will not be the fault of 


Tour, &c. 


— — — 


| LETTE R XXIV. 
To the tame. 


Ir is well your Ladyship has given me a full dis- 
pensation from all forms. and ceremony, and that 
I have your permission to be as free and licentious 
in that point as I will. If I was writing to any o- 
ther person of your quality, it is likely, I should be 
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self to you, I am apt to forget every thing but 
your real merit, and cannot help talking in a man- 
ner perfectly unaffected and sincere. It is quite 
different in my intervals of politeness. I find my- 
self so embarrassed with your dignity and titles, 
that it costs me more trouble than all the rest of 


my letter; it gives me a world of anxiety, where 


to place the word Ladyship, in its proper situation, 
without spoiling the music and cadence of a pe- 
riod ; which would be a great affliction to me, 
who am as fond (and perhaps a little more fond) 
of sound than of sense. However, if T should for- 
get that I am writing to a Countess, I shall not for- 
get a thousand other advantages which give your | 
character a shining distinction. 

Your Ladyship will easily excuse me for ven- 
turing to let you pass a thousand times through 
my imagination, with no other circumstance of 
grandeur than your own innate merit. The 
charming idea, unencumbered with the vain parade 
of state, entertains my thought wich the beauty of 
virtue and unaffected goodness. * 

1 am afraid you will think I am turned Quaker, 


and am going to absolve. myself from all human 


Tites and ceremonies, both of a civil or religious 
nature; and that for the future I intend to live at 


large, in dcfiance of all rule and method, But I 
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hope this apology will be an excuse for the future 


ircegularities of, 
dun, your, &c. 


LI 1 r TER XXV. 

To the came. | 

I wisH with all my heart you had married a spi- 
ritual Lord instead of a temporal one; I might 
then have followed my own inclinations, and talk- 
ed of nothing but good things to you. I am now 
in a very sober disposition, and yet, in my own 
defence, I must appear worse than I am, for fear of 
passing for a fanatic with a certain Peer of Great 
Britain. But really one would not think it should 
be a ridiculous thing to be religious, nor that sub- 
jects of this nature should look like the effect of 
the spleen. If there is any conduct just and rea- 
sonable, it is to pursue endless Happiness, and fly 
from unlimited misery. There can be nothing 
whimsical in this sort of caution 3 people may as 
well laugh at men for endeavouring to save their 
lives in a shipwreck, as to think it a jest to be se- 
rious in an affair of infinitely greater consequence 
than mortal life with all its narrow interests. But, 
as the Italian poet says, ty 

* Tanto ombra di senst il cor orcura, 


Ch'ama il momento, e {'immortal non cura. 
So much the clouds of sense obscure our thought, 


A moment's priz'd, eternity's forgot. 


FR 4 
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Tf this letter comes to your Ladyship in one of 
your moments of vivacity, you will fancy I am 
very much at leisure, to make these wise reflec- 


tions, which I humbly conceive you are not al- 


ways disposed to read, nor (to speak but modest- 
ly) am I always inclined to write. However, if I 


had as little charity for you as you imagine, I 


should be very unhappy ; while I believed you in 


the paths of vice, it would disturb all my peace in 


this world, and (according to my present appre- 
hensions) be an allay to my joys in the next. 

x If you were ruin'd, oh! could I be blest? 
Tell me, ye guardians of eternal rest. 

Ade 


LETTER XXVI. 


| To the SAMe. 
n mY 


| Trovc it has been some bes to you, it has 


been a great mortification to me, to keep silence 
so long; and I must speak or die: it would cost 
me a fit of sickness not to utter my impertinence. 
1 have been reading a discourse on happiness, and 
the pleasure will be lost, if 1 do not give your La- 
dyship a share in it. 

* « Tous les hommes desirent d'etre heureux, 


* All men, ky exception, desire to be e happy ; the will 
never makes the least step, but towards this object; it is the 


„ 
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ce cela est sans exception; la volente ne fait jamaĩs 
tee moindre demarche, que vers cette objet. C'est 


« 1a motif de toutes les actions de tous les hom- 


© mes, jusqu'a ceux qui se pendent.” — Those that 
live in courts, that fly to deserts; those that choose 
the steep ascent of the stars, or the easy paths to 
the shades below, have all the same design. Iam 
pursuing my own happiness now, but I am afraid 
not yours, unless it will be any satisfaction to you 
to know, that I am exceedingly interested in Lord 
's health, and hope he has got rid ef his cold. 
I never tell lies in compliment, nor in the gaiety 


you, I have caressed every little clean child that I 
have seen of his age, with the imagination it look- 
ed like him. | 

I shall not be easy till you order Mrs — to let 


tion your Ladyship complained of in your last o- 
bliging letter. If you had not all the merit the 
5ex can boast of, I should blame myself; if I am 


you. If I could help it, you should not engage 86 
many of my thoughts as you do; but the obliga- 


motive of all the actions of every man, even of those who hang 
temselves, * 


Myr Paul. 


of my heart; you may believe me, when | assure 


me know you are recovered from the indisposi- 


fond of any thing on earth to an excess, it is of 


N * 


Pd 
. ; 


> — 
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* 
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him the height of happiness, in the possession of 


tions of reason and virtue are unalterable, nor is it 
6 for me to express with what sincerity 
I am, &c. 


P. S. This letter is neither sense nor grammar, 
nor legible ; and I am undone if ever it falls into 
1 5 's hands. 


bo 5 
LETTER XXVII. 
To the game. 
Madam, | | 
I wisH with all my heart you were sincere, when 
you tell me, that one letter of mine is worth twen- 


ty of yours; I would. certainly exact the debt, 
without any conscience or modesty. 

Have you made a vow, never to speak one word 
of Lord to me? You will not so much as let 
me know, whether he laughs or cries, sleeps or 
wakes ; if he is airy and gay, or grave and serious; 
and yet you know I love him dearly, and wish 


his bells and ace and all ihe variety of his play- 
things” | 

Mr —— continues his design of writing a poem 
on the inscription of the Athenian altar, To the 
% unknown God.” Whether the Deity is known 
or unknown, Mr Pascal has made a very just re- 
flection on this subject. 


Wann or 


* ce II n'y a que deux sortes de personnes, qu'on 
ec puise appeller raisonnables; ou ceux qui servent 
« Dieu de tout leur cœur, parcequ'ils le connois- 
© gent; ou ceux qui le cherchent de tout leur cœur, 
« parcequ' ils ne le connoissent pas encore.“ 
I dare not determine to which of these ranks 
Mr —— belongs; the giving him the character of 
a saint, I am sure he would take for a very odd 
sort of compliment. But while I am at a loss to 
Tesolve in what class he is to be placed, I may 
with great certainty subscribe myself, 


ar, 
to 


hen Mai, your &c. 
ten- ä — 92 
ebt, | 

of LETTER XXVIII. 
vord - DPD the tame. 
8 ] et Madam, | 


— I Au obliged to answer, since you think it worth 
your pains to ask me, if I have any design of see- 


OUS; 
wich ing you in the town or country. In the beginning 
n of [MW of winter, I had some thoughts of being at Hamp- 


Stead in March, but have now dismissed all those 
gay expectations. One hour's disorder to me is 


an immediate mortification to all the pleasures of 
Volume IV. E 


play - 


poem 
“o the 
nown 
st fre- 


* There are but two sorts of persons whom we can call wie; 
those who serve God with all their heart, because they know 
bim; or those who seek after God with all _u heart, because 
dey do not yet know him, 
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life, and at present I am ill of a violent cold. This 
trifling indisposition darkens the fair creation, and 
blots every charm from the face of nature, dissolves 
the universe, and puts a full end to all human af- 
fairs. I neither hope nor fear, contrive nor design 
any thing that relates to this mortal state; but am 
as much at rest as the people that are sleeping in 
their sepulchres, and am in some doubt, whether 
I belong to the society of the living or the dead. 
As a little disorder kindles up the quickest ap- 
prehension of the important moment, when I must 
bid adieu to all human things, I cannot but own 
the prospect had a solemnity in it, beyond what I 
could conceive in the hours of health. 

Some courteous ghost, tell this great secrecy, . 

What tis you are, and we must be. 

You warn us of approaching fate, and why 
May we not know from you what 'tis to die? 

But you, having shot the gulph, delight to see 

Succeeding souls plunge in with like uncertainty. 


When life's close knot, by writ from destiny, 
Disease shall cut, or age untye ; 
When after some delays, some dying strife, 
The $sonl stands shiv'ring on the ridge of lite $ $ 
With what a dreadful curiosity 
Does she launch out into the sea of vast eternity? 


Though these lines are not smooth, the sense of 
them pleazes me extremely. 


I can send you no intelligence from wilds and 


desarts, but whether I am in the world or out of it, 


I am, &cs 


. 


LET! 


To the came. 
Madam, 


EvER was there a more agreeable letter than your 
ast; if you always reason so justly when you are 
oing to see a play, the diversion will never be 
angerous. Of all public entertainments, a trage- 
y to me would be the most agreeable and in- 
hanting; but I shall never repent that I have 80 
rictly kept my promise not to see any perform 
ce of that kind; unless my high delight the o- 


ra was a breach of it, as I am a little afraid it 
as. | 


There is a poem in blank verse, lately printed, 

led Winter, by Mr Thomson; it is very fine, so 

at I am persuaded it will please the justness of 
r taste. I must copy this description: 

« The year yet pleasing, but declining fast, | 

« Soft o'er the secret soul in gentle gales 

« A philosophic melancholy breathes, _ 

„ And bears the swelling thoughts aloft to heav'n. 


« Oh! bear me then to high embow'ring shades, 
To twilight groves, and visionary vales, 

To weeping grottoes, and to hoary caves; 
Where angel-forms are seen, and voices heard, 

* Sight'd in low whispers, that attract the soul 

* From outward sense far into worlds remote. 


— 


of 
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You will give me leave to make my compli» 
ments to Lady „and to Lord —, if he is 
yet a reasonable creature. 


I am, &c. 


— f 0 * 


LETTER XXX. 
To the game. 
Madam, j 
You command my passions how you FO and | 
put me in the spleen, for no other reason, but be- 
cause you are in a melancholy disposition yourself. 
I am not apt to flatter people that they are immor- 
tal; but I am fully persuaded, that you will soon 
see your#ears of death end in perfect health, and 
as much happiness as the world can give you. [I 
hope your Ladyship will write in a more cheerful 
strain by the next post, and I will 'endeavour not 
to trouble you so often with my letters; but I can- 
not grow indifferent to the pleasure of conversing 
with you: however, I will attempt it, in charity to 
your Ladyship. 

I have 'not forgot Lady 's sparkling eyes 
and musical voice, though I have met with noth- 
ing fair enough to represent her to my imagins- 
tion; as I have for my Lord „hose place i 
supplied by a little child I have met with, as fine 
as vanity can make it, and. as fair and beautiful 5 

a cherubim. | 
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I send you this copy of verses, because I was 
pleased with both the sense and sound. 


VANITA DELLA VITA PRESENTE. 


E. fiume che scende, 
E poca non ha; 

E mar cbe attende, 
H sempre 51 fa. 5 


E nave che pasta, 
Ne torna mai piu, 

Et orma non lasso, 
Da airs, qui fu. 


E rapido strale, 
| Che appena ccbcco, 
Che il punto finale 


Veloce tocco. 


E lampo che testo 
(be gli ocobi fert; 
Tra Hombre nascosto 
Da gh occhi ani. 


eyes 
noth- | * THE VANITY OF HUMAN Lire. 
agine® A river pouring down the mountain's side; 
lace i An occean rolling on its rapid tidez - 
is fine A Ship, chat swiftly driv'n before the wind, 
8 Returns no more, nor leaves a trace behind; 
ul 4 


A winged arrow, that, the bow scarce bent, 
zan lien and twemblee in the mark is Meant; 


— — 
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gol che govente 
Ritrova occidente, 


Dove hebbe la culla, 


E non go che, che gi riduce al nulla. 
| 1 am, & Co 
LETTER XXXI, 
| 3 To the game. 
Madam, 
Fi Ir mortals invention was not limited, and I could 
| [ write always something new and entertaining, 
[| your Ladyship should never reproach me for my 
1 silence; but unless I say the same things again, 
I | | and tire you with eternal repetitions, I must re- 
| | | | lieve myself sometimes, by managing my stock; 


for my genius is almost exhausted, and as to any 
thing of wit, Lam ready to give up the ghost: not 
is it possible in this heathenish country to suppl 
my indigence, and get fresh recruits. This is not 
your Ladyship's case: when you do not write, ii 


Lightning, that while it breaks with flashing blaze 
Quick on the eye, is vanish'd from the gaze; 
A sun, that, darken'd oft at dawning light 
By sudden clouds, finds, e'er his noon, his night; 
A momentary dream, a pasing thought, | 
I know not what, that instant sinks to nought, 
Are emblems, that, with semblance apt, display 
« Our carthly course: so flits our life away ! 


could 
ming, 
Tr my | 
again 
st re- 
tock; 
o an) 
t: ol 
SUPP!) 
is not 
ite, It 


— 
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is pure malice, and deliberate i nature. Tou 


can write the history of the present age. 8 


The poem of the Horn- book is too wicked for 


you; but I am sure it would have pleased Lord 


„but it was too profane: and to put it out 
of = power to give him such a criminal diver- 
Sion, I sent it back to the person from whom T 
had it; and indeed it was not a small piece of self- 
denial to me. But when I have told you I am 
extremely concerned to hear my Lord has been $0 
ill of the gout, I will copy some moral lines to 
make his Lordship satisfaction for the very un- 
christian wit I would not transcribe. 


« What are distinction, honour, wealth, and state, 
© The pomp of courts, and triumphs ef the great; 

« The num'rous troops, that envy'd thranes secure, 
« And splendid ensigns of imperial pow'r ? 

« What the high palace rear'd with vast expence, 

<« Unrivall'd art, and luxury immense, 

« With statues grac'd, by ancient Greece supply'd, 

« With more than Persian wealth and Tyrian pride ? 


« Let laurel wreaths the victor's brow adorn, - 
« Sublime through gazing throngs in triumph born; 
« Let acclamations ring around the skies, | 
« While curling clouds of balmy incense rise: 

c Let spoils immense, let trophies gain'd in war, 
„ And conquer'd kings, attend his rolling car 
« If dread of death still ansubdu'd remains, 
& And secret o'er the vanquish u victor reigns, 
„ Th illustrious slave in endless thraldom bears 
« A heavier chain than his led wn ge wears” 
E- 4- | Blackmore, 
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I begin to despair of seeing Mr Rolli's Milton: 
J am in a very probable way to make my exit, and 
hear the true relation of the fall of angels from 
some of the W before his story is told. 
I am, &c. 


LETTER XXXIL. 
| To the same 
Madam, | | 
I sent your Ladyship a pacquet by the last post, 
which was not received, when you did me the ho- 
[ nour of your last. Whenever I delay, it is only; 
| 1 from a fear of being impertinent; and when [I 
#4 write, it is with a selfish design to procure an an- 
| {| swer; for, without any compliment, your letters 
| are the most agreeable entertainment of my life. 
I never read them without a. generous grief, that 
the public does not share in the Pleaantes and pro- 
fit they give · me. | 
I shall never make a.vow that will cont. me 80 
dear as conversing no more with you; it is too 
great a height of mortification, to break a friend- 
ship with one of the most generous and agreeable 
persons in the world. I do not use to flatter peo- 
ple, but I am forced to speak the truth im my own 
qustification 5 for I had rather half the human race 
should think me stupid, than have your ill opinion. 
The Italian tragedies your Ladyship has been 89 


„ 


at present alive: 
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obliging as to send, will be a most agreeable enter- 
tainment in some of my peaceful hours. There is 
something in tragedy so great, and so superior to 
the common way of life, that in reading, though 
I cannot fancy myself a princess, I very often wish 
for the regal dignity, that I might speak in the 
sublime, and act the heroine. 

Mr Rolli will oblige me, to keep his elegy on 
my death till a more proper season, because I am 
and yet I almost wish myself 
dead, to be lamented in his agreeable strain; it 
really flatters my. vanity. I intend to leave a mourn- 
ing ring, with this motto, Prepare to follow me. 
He will have patience to read so much divinity as 
may be comprehended in the posy of a ring, 
though the sight of a folio would fright him. 

Why are you so careless of your health, Lady 
7 you do not consider the consequence of 
your life to the world . You must take pains 
not to get such violent colds. I cannot prescribe 
doses ; but I am sure, if my wishes are pious e- 


nough to reach the skies, you will be secure of 
every bieogangy+ 


I am, &c. 


— — —— — 


„LETTER. XVII. 


To the same. 
I aw not surprized to hear that such a life as Mr 


s should have such a glorious conclusion; 
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1 that after such a serene day, his sun should set in 
| smiles and beauty. I can hardly forbear congratu- 
1 lating his friends on the happy occasion; nor is it 
14 possible to read your account, without envying such 
4 a composed and graceful exit. Compared to this, 
14 what a mean and despicable ſigure must an infidel 
Fl Anake, when just about to try that grand peut-etre, 
| | | that important perhaps, on which infinite happiness 
11 or misery depends? : 
| | | It was a more glorious prospect that calmed the 
10 anguish of your dying friend, soothed his pains, 


and brightened his face with a smile, in the last a- 
| gonies of nature,—But what was the next tran- 
1 sporting scene which opened on the just unfetter- 
. ed mind? with what triumph was it introduced 
among the great immortals? with what enlarge- 
ment is the gentle spirit now wandering 


Through boundles realms of bliss, 
Where pleasure blossoms with eternal spring; 
Enjoyments made immortal by desire, 
And joys that flow on joys ? 


These verses are borrowed from a tragedy of Ot- 
' way's; you will pardon me for perverting them 

to a purpose somewhat more pious than the author 

designed. N 

I am my Lord 's and Lady —— humble 
servant: but at present my Lord is my hero. 
am told he is the most beautiful thing under the 

sun; above it I suppose he has some rivals 
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Where smiling seraphs touch the golden string, 

And rosy cherubs soft responses sing. 

A propos, now I am in the sublime, I will let you 
know how much I wished to converse with you 
last night, while I was looking at the northern 
streamers. The skies seemed all in a glorious con- 
fusion. I must own the novelty of the scene 


pleased me beyond the regular beauty of the moon 
and stars. When time has run his course, such a 


glittering disorder, perhaps, will be the prelude to 


the general dissolution of nature. However, I could 


not but form in my imagination the grandeur of 
that period, when the powers of heaven shall be 


shaken, and the wreck of the universe shall grace 


the triumphs of the day; and as I am exceedingly 
pleased with Dr Young's descriptions on this sub- 


ject, I am glad of an excuse to repeat them. 

« Heav'n op'ning all its sacred pomp displays. 
« Fhe triumph rings, archangels shout around, 
« And echoing nature lengthens out the sound. 
«© Ten thousand trumpets now at once advance, 
« Now deepest silence lulls the vast expanse; 

4 80 deep the silence, and so strong the blast, 
« As nature dy'd, when she had groan'd her last; 
« Nor man nor angel moves. — The Judge on high 
« Looks round, and with his glory fills the sky. 
e Not guilty fear, not fancy's self can draw 
« A meeting more august; of greater awe, 
« Perhaps, through all eternity has been 
4 By God himself nought more tremenduous seen. 


« How vast the concourse ! not in numbers more 


« The waves that break on the resounding shore, 


a f : Ne 
82 | MISCELLANEOUS PIECES. 


&« The leaves that tremble in the Shady grove, 

c The lamps that gild the spangled vault above. 
Tribes, provinces, dominions, worlds o'erflow 
© The mighty plain, and deluge all below; 

« And ev'ry age and nation pour along, 

% Nimrod and Bourbon mingle in the throng ; 
c Adam salutes his youngest son; no sign 
« Of all those ages, that their birth disjoin.“ 


— 


19 One would think this poem was not printed, or 
1 | that I was willing to save you the expence of buying 
; 30 

U 


F it.— Lou will read my letters for the future on no 
| 14 Y 
110 — but sundays; however, I am very modest, and 
e 
| | your commands will easily silence 
„ 
. „ LETTER e. 
11 x 
1 To the tame. 
'F 1 Madam, 
D 
| j I aM under an unhappy necessity, at present, of dis- 
| obeying your Ladyship's commands. However, 
L am resolved to make a virtue of this necessity, 


and be as stoical as I can on the occasion. In or- 
der to this attainment, I have been reflecting on 
the uncertainty of human satisfactions, and placing 
you among the vanities beneath the sun. I have 
nicely balanced the pleasure and fatigue, that attend 
every earthly joy, and fortified my mind with ma- 
ny a wise maxim, in prose and verse. 

Tis expeetarion only makes us lest, 

Enjoyment disappoints us at the beat. 
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But as Monsieur Pascal says, * © L/exemple ne 
nous instruit point; il n'est jamais si parfaitement 
« gemblable, qu'il n'y ait quelque delicate differ- 
«ence; et c'est de la que nous attendons que notre 
« esperance ne sera degue en cette occasion, com- 
c me en Pautre.“ It is certainly nothing but this 
imaginary difference, some delicate distinction, 
some untried circumstance, that makes us repeat 


the same experiment, and tire ourselves with a 
fairy chase till life comes to a period; and though 


you are at a great distance from this, it is time for 
me to grow wise, on past experience, and fairly to 


give up my hopes, without the fatigue of any fur- 


ther trial. 

Your Ladyship will tell me, (for I am resolved to 
speak for you as well as myself,) that I might have 
excused my disobedience to your commands, with- 
out this tedious moral lecture on the subject. 

But with all these fair pretences, I am afraid I 
shall hardly keep the character of a reasonable 
creature. There is something in your conversa- 
tion so elegant, so agreeable, that it looks like stu- 
pidity, to lose the opportunity of enjoying it; and 
1 must on the hours were winged with pleasure 


Experience does not make us wiser; cases are never so per. 
tectly similar, but there remains some nice difference; and hence 


we expect that our hopes will not be deceived in W as on ſor- 
mer n 1 
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that T spent at ——. But this is only humanly 
speaking, and with regard to the present world; 
for I cannot carry the compliment so far, as to say 
it made me more fit for the next, that I found my- 
self mortified to the love of transitory things, and 
better prepared to die while I was with you. It 
had quite the contrary effect; I was never more 
attached to earthly objects, nor more unwilling to 
leave them. I found a perfect complacence for 
things below, and lost my relish for superior joys. 
I begun to be in love with this vain world, and 
was very much disposed to take up my rest in it. 
Your conversation had entirely reconciled me to 
life, and given me a taste for its enjoyments; and 
Jam hopeless of conquering my inclinations for 
these sublunary things, until you are forgot by, 


Madam, 


| Your, &c. 
P. S. If J assure my Lord —, that one rea- 
son of my directing my letters to him, is the plea- 
sure of writing his name; such a well bred excuse 
will, I hope, obtain his Lordship's pardon. 


- 


2 


LETTER XXXV. 


To the game. 
Madam, 


Ius r express myself veryaukwardly, if any thing I. 
said could bear the sense your Ladyship has given ite: 
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My words had certainly no resemblance to the in- 


tention of my thoughts, on that occasion; nor 


were at all agreeable to the esteem I have for such 
zuperior merit as yours. Your letters are the 
greatest entertainment this world gives me; and 


this is, perhaps, the only satisfaction I could not. 


quietly resign. Your silence would make my life 
seem like a perfect . and as insignificant as 
sleep. 

Religion ought indeed to give the mind a great- 
ness and equality in prosperous or unhappy e- 
vents; but there are some instances, in which 


eason and philosophy seem but empty names, 


| yhen we come to try their force. I am afraid 


they would prove no more to me, if any unhappy 


iccident should rob me of the pleasure and advan- 


tage of your letters; which have reflections in them 


30 just, that they always give me a rational and e- 
egant delight. 

I must say something about going to 1 
ave no arguments against it, that relate to this 
-orld 3 and I intend to talk no more of the next, 


r fear you should think me quite out of my wits z | 
nly I will tell you, that I shall be glad to see Mrs 


, if she comes; and will shew her the church 


and the meeting-house, and all the rarities of this 
line town. | 5 


Rumours of wars do not much terrify me; EF 


ave such a partial opinion of the English, that 1 


4 4 
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cannot but fancy they must still be victorious, what- 
ever wars they engage in. ; 

I cannot help writing on this paper, for I sent to 
London for larger; but they have confined me just 
to these limits, however flowing my invention should 


happen to be. | 
I am, &c. 


LETTER XXXVI. 


To the came, 


Madam, 
IT would be impudence in me to complain, unless 


my own innocence could better justify my re- 
proaches; but I am so much a greater sufferer by 
your silence, than your Ladyship can possibly be 
by mine, that my remonstrance would not be al- 
together unjust. 
I have not, indeed, vanity enough to think, that 
nothing could have kept you from writing to me, 
but losing the use of your hands ; yet I am $0 dis- 
interested, that I had rather any reason should 
keep you silent, than the want of health; and 
if you will but oblige me with the favour of tell- 
ing me, you are alive and happy, I shall ask no 
more. | 
Indeed it is 80 long since I heard from you, that 

I begin to fancy you never had any but a poetical 
existence; that my happiness has been all a ro- 
mantic scene of my own forming; perhaps I hare 


e, „ 


been only entertained with aome pleasing dream, 
and amusing myself with a glittering fallacy; or 
else, between sleeping and waking, a fairy vision 
has smiled on me, and then for ever vanished from 
my view. 

You find I have put you into the class of dreams 
and shadows; if you do not write, and do your- 
self justice, I shall still doubt whether you are a 
charming reality, or only the gay production of my 
own imagination. I long to know whether you 
are something or nothing, that I may either be si- 


st 


lent, or address you according to your dignity. 
Tg I am glad my Lord —— commends the Critical 
by History of England; the two first volumes are very 
be entertaining, and I am positive you would like them. 


If I had children or grandchildren, nephews: or 
nieces, they should read them. I do not love his- 
that tory at all, I assure you; but these books are fit 
a. for all good Christians, that love their country, 
and wish the happinces and liberty of mankind. 


BP” 1 _ Kc. 
and | 

tell- LETTER xXXVII. 

- no 4% 44 + p 2 * 


To the ame. 
Madam, 


CowLEx's essays must be entertaining to your La- 
dyship, if they are new to you: they will acquire 


new graces to me from your Ke apc and 
Velume = : 
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when I raalt those essays bo gy it will be with 
double pleasure. | | 

You are so good a judge of what is graceful and 
proper in the conduct of life, that you seduce me 
into an assent to your reasons, for young people's 
frequenting plays; but the same reasons, from any 
other person, would hot have convinced me half so 
easily, after what Mr Law has wrote with so much 
wit and piety on the subject. But in the view of 
the world, and a public life, it is hardly possible to 
persuade one's self to be singular; and perhaps it 
might have an ill effect, and would dress up virtue 
in too rigid a figure. 

I love music to excess, and yet J cannot help 
thinking it a perfect farce for reasonable creatures 
to make such serious quarrels for mere trifles, and 
seem more concerned for the entertainments of 
the stage, than for the joys of paradise. 

It would be vanity in me to make an excuse for 
my short letters 3 my long ones need it much more. 

| I am, &c. 


LETTER XXXVII. 


To the ame. 
dam, 


I noes you think me dead, as 1 certainly ought to 
be in my own defence, since that would be an un- 
ans werable excuse for 11 silence; not but that [ 


cht to 
mn un- 


bat | 


LETTERS. 89 


shall have things of greater consequence to impart 
to you from the immaterial world, and I am per- 
guaded shall keep my inclinations of conversing 
with you unchanged. If I retain the sense of any 
past pleasures, it will be the satisfaction that some 
of your reflections have given me, and at present L 
cannot fancy a more agreeable entertainment, than 
the pleasure of informing, that just and noble eu- 
riosity, that you so often — carne a fu- 
ture state. 

I read Mr Watts” 8 sincere delight, 
but I did not commend them to you, for fear you 
should think me more partial to the Dissenters 
than J really am. | 

It is an easy transition. from those sermons to 


Mr Rolli's songs, which are exceeding fine. This 


is a very good . on St Paul to the Co- 
rinithians: 
* Beviam, 0 hor, godiam, che a giorno 
Presto e al riiorno, presto al partir; 
Di giovinexsa godiamo il fore, 
Pai Pultim? ore lasciam venir. | 
« Let us eat and drink, for to-morrow we die.“ 
1 Cor. xv. 32. I have set down the verse and 


Let's drink, my Dorus, let's enjoy 
Vouth's flow'ry prime, before tis past ;. 
Let pleasure ev'iy hour employ, 
Then, when it will, arrive the last. ng 
FE 2 | 


)* 
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chapter, because Mr Rolli may not know where to 


Common sense. 


and possessed of a great many privileges which un- 


er and more just than yours can be. But this 


= very serious turn. It is impossible not to be 21. 


I 


borrow a concordance, and I am in hopes he will 
read the whole chapter; it will do him no manner 
of harm. N 

1 shall exactly obey my Lord „in return- 
ing the paper he has sent, in letters to your Lady- 

4 | 15 * gk 
ship, on condition I may indulge my talent of im- 
pertinence, and not be strictly confined to write 


If there are fairies, (as I am not such an infidel 
as to deny,) they are certainly very happy beings, 


happy mortals want. If you could convey your- 
self in a letter, I should receive it with great trans- 
port; for my impatience to see you is much great- 


world has no unmingled happiness; and I will 
endeavour, with as much tranquillity as I can, to 
Wait till death draws the curtain, and unfolds the 
scenes of immortal pleasure. | 

Here you will dismiss me, and give me leure to 


zubscribe myself 
'Your, tees 


LETTER XXXIX. 


4 To the game. 
Madam A 


Tux news of the king's death has given my thoughts 


LET T ERS. 91 


| fected with such a melancholy instance of the va» 
nity of all human joys, | 

Ilustrious shadow ! where are thy designs ? 

Thy glorious prospects and heroic schemes? 

Thou and thy thoughts, in one unhappy day, 

Together per ish, and are seen no more. 

The promis'd blessings, the unbounded hopes 
Thy virtues gave, for ever disappear. | 
The deaths of monarchs speak a thousand so- 
lemn truths, and are the most pathetic lectures of 
mortality; yet still the living are insensible of these 
sacred mementos, and go on in the same vain pur- 
suits. Grandeur and pleasure appear in the same 
inchanting forms; till death dissolves the spell, 
and puts the sovereign and the slave on a level. 
All distinctions are then lost, but those which vir- 
tue gives; and those must be great to such as have 
been benefactors to mankind, and a nation's glory 
and protection. But these grave reflections ought 
to give place to the public joy, in which I know 
you sincerely share, and justly deserve to be long 
an ornament in the court of a queen, who is the 
pride and pleasure of a great and happy people. 
What a dialect I am got into? This is talking 
out of character, and wandering from my rural 
simplicity. The sylvan scenes are much more suit- 
ed to my taste and language: where, amidst all 
the tumults of the world, J find repose in an in- 
glorious solitude, which at once indulges the in- 


F3 
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dolence of my temper, and gives me leisure to re- 
flect on the vanity of human life. 
To your Ladyship's great consolation, 1 have 
but just room enough to subscribe myself 
| Your, &c. 


LETTER XL. 


To the came. 
1 


IL am very fond of politics, when writ in such soft 
and gentle language as yours. You have inspired 
me with a public spirit, and charmed me so much 
with your description of the king and his parlia- 
ment, that I wish you were to attend her majesty 
to the house on all important debates. My Lord 
——s address and eloquence could not exceed the 
beauty of your relation. 
I am exceedingly touched with these - fine lines 
of Mr Pitt, on the late king. 
« So well he lov'd the-public liberty, 
4 His mercy set the private captive free. 
« Soon as our royal angel came in view, 
* The prisons burst, the starting hinges flew; 
“The dungeons open'd, and resign'd their prey 
. To joy, to life, to freedom, and the day: 
« The chains drop off, the grateful captives rear 
< Their hands, unmanacled, in praise and pray'r. 
« Had thus victorious Cesar sought to please, 
c And rul'd the vanquish'd world with arts like these, 
& The gen'rous Brutus had not scorn'd to bend, | 5 
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et But sunk the rigid patriot in the friend: 
« And Cato reconcil'd, had ne'er disdain'd 
« To live a subject, where a Brunswick reign'd. 15 


However libertine principles would degrade hu- 


man nature, I find there is such a thing as disin- 
terested friendship, and a sincere concern for ano- 


ther's happiness, remote from any hopes of per- 


sonal advantage or reputation; but this is a height 
of benevolence, which only religion can inspire; 


and without that, all the specious names of ho- 


nour and beneficence are mere mockery, and in- 
solent flights of vanity. My concern for you is 
perhaps the stamp of Heaven on my soul, since it 
chiefly regards” your furure f:licity. Whatever o- 
ther change death may make on my mind, this dis- 
position must rise to a more generous height in the 
regions of perfect amity and bliss. 1 often please my 


self with the thought, that departed spirits Supply 


the place of guardian angels to their friends; that 
they delight to follow them in their solitary walks, 


watch their nightly slumbers, and make impres- 


sions on their sleeping fancy, to warn them of ap- 


proaching dangers. It is not unlikely, that the 


tempests of human passions are sometimes com- 
posed by the zoft 1 znspiring whispers of those pro- 


pitious beings, while the seats of joy have opened 
their glories i in visionary scenes to their sleeping 


imagination. 


One would think J were got into some golden 
TORT 
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dream, and fancied myself in paradise. I find 


some occasion to ask myself, whether I am awake 


or asleep, dead or alive? among the number of 
mortals, or departed spirits: Whatever J am else, 
it is with great certainty that I subscribe myself 

| Your, &c. 


LETTER: ALL 
70 the vame. 
Madam, 


Yous letter is but short, yet it discovers the an- 
xiety of your mind. I hope my Lord s ill- 


ness is not dangerous, and that your Ladyship's 
concern is only the effect of a tender mother's af- 


fection. However it is, virtue in distress touches 
the mind in its softest springs; and it is impossi- 


ble for me to express how much I sympathize with 


you in this affliction. But how fruitless and vain 


are the good wishes of mortals to one another 


The most beneficent disposition cannot relieve us 


in the least distress; all created things disappoint 
our expectations, and vanish into nothing: it is 


all demonstration then, that the world is vanity; 


every exigence of life proves it, without a dull 


chain of reasoning. 


— 


"Tis Heav'n alone can then support the soul, 
And bear it up in all its native greatness; 
Dependent only on chat mighty pow 'r 


* 


wo 


That fix'd the earth, that set the seas their bounds, - 
And bid the sun in all its glory rise. 


People may talk at this rate very much at Fe 
ease. While I am writing, I am sure you think in 
a much better manner; but it is a pleasure some- 


times to inform people of what they. knew before. 


O pursue, 
Pursue, the sacred dictates of your soul, | 
Which lead you cg to vittue! Let not danger 
Nor the incumb' ring world make faint your put poſe; 
Assisting angels shall conduct your steps, 
Bring you to bliss, and crown your end with peace. 


24 e e. 


LETTER XIII. 


To the dame. 


' Your illness will defend you now from my com- 


plaints of the shortness of your letter; I am more 
concerned for the cause, than for.any thing I must 
necessarily suffer by the effect. I have placed too 


great a part of my happiness in conversing this 
way with your Ladyship; and am now almost con- 


vinced, that an absolute indifference and freedom 
from all the agrecable enjoyments that amuse the 
mind, is the nearest way to the rest it pursues : the 
height of ſriendship, as well as the excess of love, 
is always restless and uneasy 3 some sort of dif- 


. 
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dence mingles with the most Aattering imagination 
we have. 

I write, but am never pleased with any circum- 
stance in my letters, besides their sincerity ; and 
that betrays me into a freedom and negligence m 
my expressions, which I am sure a temper so art- 
less and generous as yours will excuse ; while you 

always appear.to my thoughts with every advan- 
tage that virtue or nature can give. If there are 
words of sacred importance, they are those of un- 
affected truth and friendship; and to these my soul 
pays a homage so religious, that no consideration 
could tempt me to be guilty of disguise. 

Your Ladyship's disorder gives me many pen- 
sive moments, but I hope the next will bring me 


the news of your perfect recovery. 5 


LETTER XIII. 
To the game, 
Madam, | | 
IT rave waited for the letter you promised me with 
great impatience; but whether you write or not, 
you find J am resolved to molest your —repose, I 
was going to say, but I believe I may recall that 
soft word for one of a more vexatious meaning, 
and flatter myself, that I only interrupt a sort of 
magnificent hurry, in which your Ladyship is en- 
-gaged, 
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I cannot persuade myself, to impute your long 
silence to inclination; but have invented a hundred 
other accidents that have deprived me of the plea- 
sure of your Ladyship's letters. So rooted a thing 
is vanity in human nature ! and indeed it is one 
great privilege of our being, and makes us as well 
satisfied with some pleasing fiction, as the most 
real happiness. For my part, I am always easy, 
as long as TI can persuade myself not to call in 
question my own merit; which, however imagi- 
nary, leaves me in perfect tranquillity, till a fit of 
modesty raises some doubts and scruples to inter- 
rupt my felicity. | 
My brother begs you to accept a volume of lives 
composed by Mr Rowe. I believe I am not par- 
tial in saying, there never was a better judge of 
the beauties of the English language, and of the 
graces of human life, than Mr Rowe; and as they 
were published at the importunity of two or three 
of the author's friends, who are persons of great 
wit and learning, 1 do not question they will Pass 
for finished essays. 
| . I am, & c. 


LETTER XIIV. 
2 the tame 
Madam, 
Your good nature, 1 am sure, wall not cuſſer 


vou to be silent so long, but for some real or ima- 
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gined offence that I have given you. I cannot re- 
collect what, because I forget my letters as soon 
as they are sealed; but certainly, Lady —, I 
could as soon design an injury to my own. soul, as 
to you. I confess, I have the guilt of too many 
idle and unguarded words to ans wer for to Heaven; 
but I appeal to you, if ever you knew me make an 
envious or an ill-natured reflection on any person 
upon earth, or descend to any thing of artifice or 
disguise in all my conduct. In what interval of 
madness, what moment of folly. and darkness, 
could I say any thing: disobliging to you? I must 
be lunatic, and under the influence of some very 

fantastic planet; an error must be involuntary that 
was so contrary to the disposition of my mind, and 
quite the reverse to my settled inclinations. If I 
did not know how perfectly innocent I am of 
the least intention to disoblige you, Madam, I 
should never forgive myself for acting so contrary 
to the rules of justice and gratitude. Besides your 
own merit, which, without any other motive, 
would secure my admiration and esteem, you have 
added to this a thousand obligations for the advan- 
tages of your conversation, which command my 
highest gratitude. These motives, I hope, would 

govern me, if I was a mere Pagan, and unac- 
quainted with the sacred rules of che Christian re- 
ligion. 
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Were fields of light, and blest ethereal plains, 
The gay conceits of visionary brains; 

Were there no palms, nor starry crowns prepar d 
The glorious toil of virtue to ren ard: 


If there was no future recompence for virtue, ds 


punishment for vice, there is something in my na- 
ture that would keep me from ingratitude and 
breach of friendship. My esteem for you has 


been as sincere as my love of virtue and happiness, 


and will be so until I meet you in the happy realms 
of peace and perfect beneficence; until then, we 
shall never be free from error and mistakes. 


we always dream, the life of man's a dream, 
In which fresh tumults agitate his breast; 
Till the kind hand of death unlocks the chain, 


Which clogg'd the noble and aspiring oul. 
And then we truly wake. 


This may perhaps be all the effect of the spleen, 
and a gloomy turn of thought: I wish it may; but 
I am so capable of every sort of folly and inadver- 
tency, that I have reason to suspect myself rather 
than you. Whatever is the cause of your silence, 


1 am, with the greatest sincerity, 


2 2 — 
LETTER XIV. 


; To the came. 

Madam, 3 5 

Lo will find by my last letter, how much unea- 
iness your silence gave me; however, it will 
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serve for an apology for all my future impertinen- 
cies. i 

Mrs has pleased me, by letting me know, 
that you made one of the best figures, for person 
and dress, at the coronation. But, ye vain gran- 
deurs and fantastic amusements, how little satis- 
faction can you give? If you, Madam, are not 
happy, where are the boasts of greatness and plea- 
sure? 


« Where dwells this peace, this freedom of the mind ?. 
« Where, but in shades remote from human kind; 
« In flow'ry vales, where nymphs and VN meet, 


« But never comes within the palace gate.“ 
Zd. Lansdown, 


Mr Ramsay's Life of Cyrus will be perfectly en- 
tertaining to me; I have never seen it, and am im- 
patient to read it; for it has been recommended 
to me by a very good judge, but I prefer your taste 
to every Wan else, and shall read it with great 
partiality. 

Il Iwish your Ladyship bad the privilege of being 
in two places at the same time, that you might 
enjoy your unenvy'd country-delights, and shine 
in a court that will perhaps be the glory of the 
British 3 till the sun shall measure days and 

months no more. And yet to live for the public 
is but glorious misery. What exalted mortal, in 

1 the last hour of life, would not resign all the ad- 

| vantages of greatness and power, fora few moments 


LETTERS, ror 
of leisure and obscurity ? ? when nature, ur her- 


extremest agonies, 


Starts at the awful prospect of the-deep, 

Still fears t'explore the dark and unknown way, 
Still backward shrinks, and meditates delay, 
Spins out the time, and lingers in debate, 
Displeas'd to try an unexperienc'd state. 


Lam > being a propos you will think), 
Your, &c. 


LETTER XLVI. 


To. the game. 


Madam, 

You need not be ashamed to own you are alive: 

it is a joy to the world, and the most agreeable 

news your Ladyship could have told me; it heigh- 

tens my enjoyment of the charming solitude 

through which Mr Thomson's muse leads. the. 

thoughts with a just and reasonable delight. — 
There is a sort of noble melancholy that the. 


I 


— 1 
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- mind loves to indulge :. and, amidst some of the. 
FA greatest gaieties, we are conscious that we came 
* into the world, for some more important end. than 
d to laugh. Not that I can pretend it is a crime to 
ic laugh, to you that have been so frequent a witness 
n of my disposition to it, but certainly mirth ought: 
1. bo be the effect of chance and surprise, and not of 
ts (liberation and design. Farce and. barlesque ap- 
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pear to me an indignity to human nature, when 
proposed as an entertainment for reasonable and 
immortal beings, who are in suspence and abso- 
lutely uncertain, whether their future destiny will 
be the extreme of happiness or misery.—It is well 
for you, Madam, that I am interrupted, or you 
would have thought me at defiance with Singing 
and laughing. 

Any thing of your Ladyship? $ "Ho I shall 
highly value, and I am extremely pleased that you 
are extending the limits of your happiness ; for no- 
thing can more sincerely amuse the mind, than i- 
mitating the scenes of nature. 

When from the mingled strength of shade and light, 


A new creation rises to the sight; 

The blooming spring appears at your command, 

And smiling nature waits upon your hand. 

Tt is no matter whether they are the otone-trees 
that you rally me for, or the four-footed birds: it 
is the propriety that gives the pleasure. I shall fi- 
nish Lady — fan very soon; I employ my 
pencil for her with uncommon delight. 

The character of Selima, in the Travels of Cyrus 
charms me. I fancy, if you was in the same cir- 
cumstances, you would have acted with a spirit as 
heroic. 


1 am, &qc. 


LETTERS: 103 
LETTER XLVII. 


| To the ame. 
Madam, 
Tur formality of wasting paper, and beginning at 
the bottom of the page, is a very good expedient 


for a dull invention; and in no other case am I a 


slave to ceremony, nor in that always; for T have 


no great aversion to nonsense, unless when Tam 
writing to your Ladyship; and then, though I have 

a thousand things to say, the language of mortal 

men does not seem expressive of my thoughts. 

I have been reading Harry V. in Shakespear, 
which gives the most solemn image in the world 
of the end of human greatness. Death seems to 
enter a cottage only as a gentle deliverer from the 
mireries of human life, but into courts and the 
seats of grandeur with insult and terror. To lan. 
guish under a gilded danopy, to expire on soſt and 
downy pillows, and give up the ghost in state, has 
a more gloomy aspect, than, at the call of nature, 
to expire on a grassy turf, and resign the breath- 
less clay back to its proper element. What does 
a crowd of friends or flatterers signify in that im- 
portant hour, to the most glorious mortal? which 
of his numerous attendants would stand the arrest 


of death, descend into the silent prison of the grave 


for him,. or answer the summons of the supreme 
tnounal ? You will forgive me, Madam 1 lor dwells 
V. lame * = 
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ing $0 long. on. this mortiſying subject; if these 
things were mere fictions, I should be glad never 


to mention, nor think of them. | 
I have finished a fan for Mrs , with Lads 


——— picture in it, as exact as I could remember 


* charming face; but the wit and elegance in it 
no pencil can describe. 1 | 
10 a * a thousand obligations, 


Your, &c. 
LETTER XLVIII. 
| To the came. © 


Madam, | 
Born your letters found me a miserable mortal, 
to my great mortification; for I should be glad to 


commence a higher order of beings, that I might 
converse with your Ladyship more on a level. 


I have read Dr Burnet's description of the mil - 
lenium with so much pleasure, that I am not su- 
prised such a subject should give you so many a- Wh 
greeable images, and be more entertaining to a tem- 
per like yours, than either vanity or scandal; the 
last, the politest conversation on earth cannot make 
tolerable. | ' 

I have read che * views your Ladyship recom- 
mended to me, and like them, without exception, 


—— 


Friendibp in Death, 


Trrggs,., 1005 


on your approburipg. ; that motive would tempt 
me to wish I had writ them, if I had the least am- 
bition of being an author. But I need not justify 
myself $0 geriously on this subject. "The 1 reading 
of the fourteenth, 1 confesz, put me. in 1 IO of 
dear Lady - — 
Lady — has very much obliged me by the | 
sicht of those fine verses on a Lady. The view 
-of such a character gives the mind a great delight, 
in shewing to what a height of perfection mortals 
Jean rise; the mere possibility of such yirtue pleas- 
es, because it is still human, and may be imitated. 
Your opinion does necessarily govern me, when | 
tal, I know it, and I am partial or prejudiced, not from 
any affected complaisance, but from a real ascend- 
ant you have over my judgment; but in this case 
l give my own opinion, I must own I like the Pros 
Pd Husband. There seems to me to be nature, 


sur- vit, and good morals in it, and I cannot but hope 
ny % ou like it. Shakespear's play I have not seen. 
tem- ¶ What is become of Mr Rolli and Milton? I hope 


e has found the book that was lost; it is pity his 
nation should be rob d of such a noble translation. 
8 . am, &c. 
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FS ETT ER XIIX. 


To the ame. 
Mada m, 3 


Ir you will not let me write to you, T am 1 
to write to my Lord , and Lady — I 
know, by my.own 3 you vill not be angry with 
me in earnest; if you take ever so much pains' to. 
be so, you have so little malignity in your temper, 
and must be wicked with so much difficulty, that 
when you make the trial, you will despair of suc- 
teeding in the attempt. There will be peace be- 
twixt us in this world; on my side, it is nature, 
it is necessity: 
come Pacgua- Scende, el fuoco 
And in the next world nothing will break the s ge. 
ries of an eternal amity. I shall then act in the 
perfection of my reason; but while Iam a mortal. 
1 shall certainly say and do a thousand foolish 
things. It is the privilege of human nature, and 
- F'shall insist on my claim; my pretensions are evi- 
dent and indisputable, and I am sure you have not 
the conscience to desire me to be infallible, and 
free from mistakes both of opinion and practice. 
But not any of my errors has given me 80 much 
uneasiness, as speaking to you, in my last, in 80 
artful a manner, and using any sort of disguise. 


—. La 5 


It has put me more in the spleen, than I thought 
any misfortune could have done; and I think (if 
I know myself) I would not be guilty of another 
equivocation, if I might gain the empire of the 

world by it. I owe this confession to the rules of 
virtue and friendship. And now that my mind is 
at peace with itself, I find that nothing can escape 
the penetration of your genius. I confess it would 
have been a pleasure to me to know your La- 
dyship's opinion, if you had not known the au- 
thor; but I hope the rest. of the world will conti- 
nue 1gnorant, except two or three who know my 
impertinent manner of thinking. However, I am 
pretty quiet, it is a harmless folly 3 and as all the 
events and characters are fiction, if it does no body 
no good, it will do them no hurt; and I believe I 
Shall content myself for the future with copying 
the vanities of my imagination for your perusal z 
only I must warn you to beware of reading them 
when you are inclined to sleep, for ſear a mortal 
lethargy should be the consequence. Next time I 
write, I will copy something for your Ladyship ; 
but it is pretty long, and not quite finished, and you 
had need be a little prepared for the heavy penance 
of reading any more of my works. | 
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1 A Sincerely. grieved that you had not "thy les 
to prevent your sending for me. I dare not think 


A weight on my spirits like death. My humbur 
not ſit now to enjoy my friends,, nor hardly myself, 


As I am now, if I sbould See you 80. ill and lan- 
| guishing as When I was last at 


two; and 1 would always chew them the respect 


w_ - MISCELLANEOUS PIECES. 
LETTER I. 


| 'To the Fame... 5 1 
Madam, | | TOR 


of a journey in my present circumstances: I have 
is not splenetic without some real cause; and 1 am 


which is not a common accident to my temper. 


— nothing. on 
earth could support me in . a melancholy 
scene. But I am at present detained, by expects 
ing some relations of Mr Rowe's, who sent me 
word they would come and see me for a day ot 


ey merit. 

I am glad, for your sake, that the Rbrary i is got 
to. ; but for me, When 1am capable of enjoy- 
ing any thing, your conversation has charms 12 


f to entertain 
'E ETT E k 11 
To. the tame. i 
Madam, 


Tex woods and streams, and country scenes, to 
which you are retiring, will yield to a. temper like 
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yours more real delights than all the noĩsy plea- 
sures of the town; and yet, if there was no supe- 
rior happiness to be secured, I should think plays 
and operas the height of human enjoyments. I 
cannot be guilty of dissimulation, and pretend to 
an indifference for those entertainments, on any 
other view, but the hopes of something more noble 
and lasting, in exchange for present pleasures; o- 
therwise the birds might sing, and Le e 
murmur at their leisure, ä | 
What shall 1 say to express the remorse * 
confusion I am under at the knowledge of your 
disappointment? but really you have no loss by 
my absence; ſor, I am $0. stupid, that not even 
your conversation could awake me into life and 
sense. I have no prejudice against myself, and 
therefore you may believe there is no injustice in 
this conſession. But I have still some sense of 
morality left, and own myself under an obligation 
to wait on you; if in mere charity to ꝓourself, you 
Nh will not suspend my happiness till next spring 
4 As I am not pet well, if I come now, I should not 
let any body in the house live at ease, till I am sent 
back again. As long as I have a whimsy in my . 
head that Jam mortal, I sbail chuse to meet death 
in this humble retreat; where the-univergal terror 
zeems to put on a gentler; aspect, than in the view 
of greatness, and the amuse ments of life; che great - 
est fortitude, and most Serious disposition, is ute 
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enough to support the soul in that important and 
solemn hour. | 
I take all opportunities to inquire after your 


health, and am overjoyed to hear, that you are 
no longer in the least danger of a consumption, 


and that you are almost perfectly recovered. May 
all the joys that virtue can give, attend you, and 
angels guide you in the path to immortal bliss. 
L am glad my Lord will soon return, for then 
all the world besides will be insignificant to you; 
Ai is a een that is due to so much merit. 
Ws my Kc. 

I. E TT E R LII. 
vr the rame. | 


Iam ape at the ehoinhta of seeing your 


Ladyship here, though I believe it will prove but 
a golden dream. It would not be civil to offer you 


such lodgings as mine z but I can command very 


good rooms at a private house; unless you chuse 


mine, which are really not fit for you. I hope you 
will stay more than a night, for Longleate is but 
two or three little miles off, from Mrs s; and 
T will ramble any where with you, on condition 1 


may be left here, to breathe my last in this perfect 


Solitude. © Heaven grant that grand and decisive 


moment may look as unclouded' at, as it en at 


a dictance,” O happy reger 01 
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O celestial point, 

Which * this mortal story! | 
I am, &c. 


LETTER LUL 


To the came. | 


Ir you do not come in a very little while, there 
will be no laurels nor holly-oaks left in the coun- 
try, for my waiting-gentlewoman has ingrossed 
them all to.adorn her chimneys z nor will there be 
a handful of balm left in the town to make pos- 
sets for the sick, if your Ladyship defers your jour- 
ney much longer. I like my own house for you 
better than any other, and if you can bear it, I 
shall be perfectly happy while you are in it. It 
is but to forget that you are the Countess of 


Tl 


ut and that will not rob you of one good quality; for 
ou if you lired in the woods, you might insist on the 
ery rights of nature, and be sovereign of the rural in- 
gs habitants, and reign unrivalled on the plains. | | 
fou Vour promising not to plague me (as you call 


bot it) makes me half angry with you; it is the great- 
and est impropriety of language you can be guilty 1 
besides the great injustice of such a thought: 
hope you will live to repent the criminal La 
tion, Your company will give me unmingled joy, 
nor will it be possible for you to put me into the 
least hurry, if you will but give orders what you 
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— — Wm . . 


will have to eat and drink; for I do not expect 
you should live such a cetestial life, as to be nou- 
rished with the pure ether. But I hope your La- 
dyship will confine your luxury to the common 
food of mortals 3 it would be an unreasonable ca- 
-price here to take it into your head to banquet like 
the immortals on nectar and ambrosia. But if 
your Ladyship will dispense with the want of these 
niceties, and content yourself with earthly viands, 
you will highly oblige me by writing your own bill 
of fare every morning: I must own, without af« 
fectation, 1 could as soon compose a new alma · 
nack for the year 1729, as n such a labo- 
nous task. | 
I have hired all che children in the Seb 
hood neither to cry nor hollow while you are here; 
| but if it is necessary for them to utter some audi. 
ble sound, and lift up their voices, I have desired 
it may be only in singing, which I hope will be as 
moral, though not so melodious an entertainment, 
as the Beggar's Opera. I know you will forgive 
my impertinent aversion to that performance, and 
the ill manners of mages, the * 
| of the public. 
ee happy shall 1 be, if you like" my house 
' | Here are too chambers for your Lyayatip, and ® 2 
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chapel for Mrs ; of Which She e nb the 
keys in her possession, and where she may retire 


when she will for her contemplation, Only there 


are no bells nor organs, but there is a cupola and 


arched windows; and perhaps her meditatibns 


may not always require a place of more $anctity. 


The room I have alloted for your Ladyship has 
been truly consecrated by my father's Uevotions.. 
One would think I told you this, that you might 
not fright, yourself with the thoughts of ghosts 
and evil spirits. Perhaps the same angels may 
guard you there that waited to conduct the dying 

saint to paradise: never was the last part of life 
acted with greater fortitude. I cannot help copy» 
ing these few, lines sent me by Mr Grove. 


« Here death 1 saw, not that wan, „Shescly shade, 
* By guik and melancholy fancy made, | 

Of aspect stern, de form'd all oer, and blind; 

« But gentle, soft, beneficent, aud kind.. 

« Down by his side a golden quiver hung, 
Full was the quiver, nor his bow unstrung. 

A silver shaft he chose, (twas tipt with love ) ** 
« This to the man, he said, most dear to Jove. 

Then twang'd his bow, away the pointed dart 2 

Flew wilt as thought, and pictc'd the fav rite's heart; 
* A sudden night in volt'd his closing eye, | 


'« And the glad soul n conght wut her kindred ae. 


| « Not distant far I S0 a Jonely cave, 
The passage steep and gloomy, call'd the grave; 


Dismal it seem'd, but after short descent, 


Open 'd into a plain of vast extent; 
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somewhat unnatural; and, as you can witness, 1 


liar engagements to the world. 


hat I am sure you will like. But I beg 


that inchanting thing, which is my view, when ! 
think of conversing with you. I would not thank 
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Where happy minds, from clay unfetter'd, rove, - 
<< Verdant the fields beneath, the skies serene above; 
No summer's drought, nor wintry cold are there, | 
% No lazy mists to clog the purer air. 

Broad streams of bliss ſrom living springs supply d, 
„With smooth, majestic currents gentle glide. 

« Along the shore angelic forms are seen, 
« And hymns divine are hear 


Ye blissful seats, &. 


I must descend; how T got here I cannot tell: 
my excursions to the skies are always short, and 


have a great sympathy for my native element the 
dust, and can breathe in these gross regions with- 
out the least difficulty; and as long as I live in 
hopes of seeing your Ladyship, I have some pecu- 


If you do not like this house, before you Gredie 
me with another visit, I will certainly go to one 


let me know when 1 may expect the happiness: 
it would be more complaisant, perhaps, to say ho- 
nour, but I am insensible to that; it is pleasure, 


the Countess of - for the honour of a visit; 
the airy sound would have no charms for me on 
such an occason. 


Jam making a bock, instead of writing a letter, 


tet 


— 
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T have not room to subscribe in any form; cere- 

mony must yield to necessity. Hit. 3 
— 

LETTER LIV. 

To the ume. 5 

Madam, Sep. 7. 1728. 

F Hav at present a set of thoughts not be expres- 

ged in the common language of mortals: but since 

F am yet a stranger to the figures of celestial- elo- 

quence, I must content myself with vulgar forms, 

and return my thanks for your visit, in terms very 

inferior to the sense I have of the vast obligation. . 

Ine flable the rest, , 

And by immortal tongues alone to be exprest, 

The height of good humour: and sparkling wit, 


that appeared in your conversation the wile time 


of your stay here, charmed me beyond every thing 
else; but has given me such a disgust for whate- 
ver comes in the way, that I: am just ready to 
quarrel with every body I meet, for not looking 
and speaking like you. I:am-grown so unreasona» 
ble, as to have an aversion to human creatures, 
for mere impossibilities. The reflection on a plea- 
sure past, your Ladyship will find, has a very dif- 
ferent effect on my imagination, from what the 
hopes of a satisfaction to come had: I am now as 
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— to have some charity for David, though he 
| was guilty of the great immorality of laughing to 


ference to earthly enjoyments ? Really, Madam, 


aplenetic to find the pleasure for ever bene, as #1 
was gay in the view of it when future. 

Mrs —— has left a handkerchief here, 1 088 
shall be safely returned. I wish she had left her 
heart, though it would have been an argument she 
had lost her wits: I am so much governed by my 
own interest, that I should rejoice. at any thing 
which would be a motive to bring her here again. 

I have with many arguments prevailed on Mrs 


himself, on such a serious exigence, as the being 

reduced to toast cheese with the fire Shovel: which 

I find is the only crime he was ever guilty of. 
When shall I recover my indolence and indif- 


I find it necessary to my peace and tranquillity te 

forget you as soon as I can, which, I fear, all my 

e endeavours will not be able to complete. 
Ve this vain world in ev'ry form forgot | 


This is but a sort of imaginary triumph; for till 


I find myself engaged beyond the common . 


| lit of Oy W 


5 ae 


LETTER LV. 


$35 


Te the game. 
Madam, | | Sep. 16. 1728. 


a How many obligations have I to you for your last 
a pacquet ? Without "RO these lines may be ap- 

: plied to du?? | 
5 — — life wes, 

Us The light of glad society; and teach 

7 Love, innocence, and joy to mix again, 

he As in the days of Eden. 

to 


your lips, is treasured safely in her memory, and 


e notion, she owns, of beauty and elegance before, 

DF I but now she thinks with pleasure of what e 
tion human nature is capable. 

; I confess I expected this place would WY) put 

5 you past redress into the spleen; I was most a- 


greeably disappointed, to find that you crowned 
the two fleeting moments with wit and innocent 
mirth, the whole time of your stay; and 1 shall 
ever recall the happy hours with pleasure. 

In imitation of your Ladyship's benignity, that 
would give satisfaction to the meanest of human 


You are Mrs ——'s everlasting theme z he re- 
24 members exery sentence: every word that escaped 


is as authentic with her as Mr Dod's sayings. She 
has repeated them $0 often to her brother and sis- 
ter, that they have them by heart. She had no 


Lo 2 
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kind : I have rejoiced —— = with the intelligence 
of Colonel 


Jam, by a. thousand engagements, 
Your, &c. 


LETTER IVE 
To the same. 

Madam, | 
Tr is an age since I heard from you, and I begin 
to question whether my past happiness' has been 
real or a dream, and if there is any such agreea- 
ble person as Lady, — in being, or that I have 
only entertained myself with: a sort of fairy vision. 
With you every thing else seems to vanish, into a 
State of doubt and uncertainty. It is not impos 
sible that the world may be still inhabited by hu- 
man creatures; but to me it seems a perfect sol- 
tude, and IL. begin to fancy myself the sole pos- 
sessor of the earthly globe; only the misfortune 
is, it is of no use to me; this snowy weather pre- 
vents me from travelling to; vie w the extent of mj 
vast dominions. But dear Lady , if you are 
in any corner of. the universe, let me know it ;. it 
will be a real joy to me, though I should quit hall 
my oy both. of sea and land to your possession. 
Lam, Ge 
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Madam, 
I uvsr begin with what most concerns me, Which 
is your want of health. 1 have the most exqui- 
site sense of any affliction of chat kind that reaches 
you. You would not be confined to the doctor's 
hands for a trifle. I have seen your temper in 
violent pain, and I think no person has more for- 
titude and calmness of mind in those occasions; 
$0 that I shall not be perfectly easy, until I hear 
you are recovered. * 

1 am much better qualified to write a religious 
diary, than an epistle to a person of your Lady- 
Ship's wit and distinction. My scene of action is 
my own chamber; and all the use I have of hu- 
man speech, is talking to myself. This weather 
zeems to confine every body to an inchanted cir- 
cle, just where they are they must content them- 
selves to stay. However, I am very well satisfied, 
as long as J hear of your welfare, and I am no 
further inquisitive, whether the world is — or 
awake, at rest or in agitation. | 

If I do not write a diary, and, with Du Bartas, 
« Sing myself my civil wars within.“ 
however, it is a practice that I cannot but approve 
in other people; but, for myself, the daily recital 
of my own follies would be an insupportable mor- 
tilication z and yet a time will come, when I must 
Stand a geverer judge mw my own conscience. 


| Volume 17, 
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Sometimes, for want of greater novelties, I read the 
Map of Man inthis author; it is a perefct picture of 
human nature, and the general caprice of mankind. 
„ If Tm merry, I'm mad, 
« Say the severe; if I'm sad. 
cc ae merry griggs me mopich call. 
s't possible for any man 


ce : once to please, do what he can, * 
& God himself, the world, and all ?” 


The two first, however, are more easily pleased 
than the last; and it is not of much consequence, 
if Heaven and conscience give their approbation, 
though the world should dissent, and make 2 dif- 
ferent judgment. 

Lou could not more oblige me, Madam, than 
by putting a subscription for me to Mr Thomson's 
poems, which I hope will meet, as they deserve, 
great encouragement. . 

You may command me to copy my impertinen · 
cies of any kind in prose or verse. I never conceal 
any of my follies from you, but when I am doubt- 
ful whether you will excuse them; and when [I 
am afraid you cannot, I had rather half the world 
besides should know them: but when my vanity pre- 
vails, and makes me secure of pleasing your taste, 
J am impatient to send you my productions with 
the greatest parade and ostentation. Whatever I 
can hope will be to my advantage, I will never 
make a secret. 

T have sent you a perfect miscellany; and to 


ED ate 


LETTERS. 12x 
conclude, I wish my Lord —— and your Lady- 
ship many happy new years. I am, &c. 


LETTER LVIII. 
To the ame. 
Madam, | 
I $80ULD pity your Ladyship, but that it looks like 


a sort of insolence, in the splendour of your cir- 
cumstances, to imagine that you are an object of 
compassion. If it would not look like unpardona- 
ble vanity, I should express a world of good- nature 
and tenderness for you, on this occasion; but I be- 
lieve you will advise me, since I have a- mind to 
cry, and am so charitably disposed, to find a more 
proper subject for my grief and commiseration. If 
Lady — and Lord are in town with you, there 
is the less need of my pity, for they are innocent 
and reasonable delights. 1 


= I beg you to let no body read the inclosed but 
I Mrs It is writ in imitation of something of 


this kind which I read in manuscript, wrote by 
one who died very young, and with great joy and 
satisfaction: which probably was from the sense 
of having in this solemn manner renewed the sa- 
cred engagements made for her in baptism. No 
motive in the world, but that sincere and tender 
concern J have for your happiness, could have pre- 
vailed with me to send it: but when I consider 
what an advantage it has been to my own resolu- 
tions, 1 could not in conscience but let you t SEC it. 
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Oh! may you stand unterrified, when the pillars 


of the earth shall tremble, and the mountains melt 
before the face of the almighty Judge. I shall not 
resign my concern for you, but when I give up 
my life, nor I think then neither. My friendship 
is not divided, and that makes all my hopes and 
fears about mortal things centre in you. 
DEE | I am, &, 

A COVENANT WITH GOD, | 
INcoMPREHENSIBLE Being, © who searchest the 
© hearts, and triest thereins of the children of men,” 
thou knowest my sincerity, and my thoughts are all 
unveiled to thee. I am surrounded with thine im- 
mensity; thou art a present, though invisible wit- 
ness of the solemn affair I am now about. I am 
now taking hold of thy strength, that I may make 
peace with thee, and entering into articles with 


the almighty God. These are the happy days long 
since predicted, when one shall say, I am the 


* Lord's, and another shall call himself by the 
4 name of Israel, and another shall subscribe with 
ce his hand to the Lord; and they shall be my sons 
« and daughers, saith the Lord JEHOVAH” 
Therefore, with the most thankful sincerity, I take 
hold on thy covenant, and humbly accepting thy 
proposals, bind myself to thee by a sacred and e- 
verlasting obligation. By a free and deliberate 
action, I do here ratify the articles which were 
made for me in baptism ; I religiously devote my: 
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self to thy service, and entirely submit to thy con- 
duct. I renounce the glories and vanities of the 
world, and choose thee as my happiness, my su- 
preme felicity and everlasting portion. I make no 
articles with thee for any thing besides: deny, or 
give me what thou wilt, I will never repine, while 
my principal treasure is secure. This is my deli- 
berate, my free and sincere determination; a de- 
termination, which, by M e I will never re- 
tract. 
O thou, by whose power alone I shall be able to 
stand, “ put thy fear in my heart, that I may never 
« depart from thee: let not the world, with all 
its flatteries, nor death, nor hell, with all their ter= 
rors, force me to violate this sacred vow. O let 
me never live to abandon thee, nor draw the im- 
pious breath that would deny thee !! | 
And now, let surrounding angels witness for me, 
that I solemnly devote all the powers and faculties 
of my soul to thy service; and when I presump- 
tuously employ any of the advantages thou hast 
given me to thy dishonour, let them testify against 
me, and let my own words condemn me. | 


ELISABETH RowE. 
Thus J have subscibed to thy gracious proposals, 


and engaged myself to be the Lord's: and now 
let the malice of men and the rage of devils com- 
bine against me, I can defy all their stratagems, 
for God himself is become my friend. 


— 
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1 confess ; but I have a much greater pleasure in 


yours, on those splendid tumults. In the midst 


O happy day ! transporting moment! the bright- 
est period of my life! heaven with all its light 
smiles on thee. What glorious mortal can now 
excite my envy ? what scene to tempt my ambi- 
tion could the whole creation display ? Let glory 
call me with her exalted voice; let pleasure with 
a Softer eloquence allure me; the world in all its 
splendour appears but a trifle, while the infinite 
God is my portion. He is mine by as sure a title 
as eternal veracity can confer. The right is un- 
questionable, the conveyance unalterable. The 
mountains shall be removed, and the hills be dis- 
solved, before the everlasting obligation shall be 
cancelled. 


LETTER LIX. 
| To the ame. 
Madam, 
Ir would be unreasonable to ene any part of 
your Ladyship's attention till the triumphs of the 
birth-day are past. I love shew and magnificence, 


hearing the just reflections of a mind formed like 


of them, I fancy, you are always at leisure, and 
perfectly disengaged in your thoughts. If I can 
guess at your temper, it is free from the worst of 
plagues, ambition; that, attended with envy and 
xestless suspicion, must make a court life a state 
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of unmingled misery. But, as you are as truly 
great as you can be, this must keep your mind in 
such a superior and easy situation. 

The story of Lavinia is told with a natural Ke 
becoming ease; but I read it in a very ill humour, 
because you had not writ a line with it. If your 
Ladyship had but taken the pains to put Lady——'s 
and Lord s name in the empty space, it would 
have given me some delight, and I should not have 
been reduced to fold up the paper, and read my 


name and place of abode on the superscription, as 


I did over and over, in order, first, to satisfy my- 


| gelf that you were alive ; and, secondly, that the 


august assembly met in parliament, had not made 
it treason for women to spell English, and write in 
a legible character. After I had made these ra- 
tional inferences, I assumed my native peace and 
tranquility again, and live in hopes of farther con- 
ration of these great truths, : 


1 am, &c. 
2 Ree 
| | / 
BEEEELER Li 
To the tame. 


Madam, 
I noe. this letter will Bad your Ladyship fel 
returned to ; and in the full enjoyment of 
those natural and guiltless delights that Lady 
wits and Lord ss innocence must give Jou. 
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Milton's morning hymn to the Creator must be 
a noble entertainment to a mind formed like 
your's : I almost hear the harmony of it in Mrs 
— — beautiful description of that performance. 

1 have been reading the last chapter of Eccle- 


siastes, with many a melancholy pause on the 


strength and justness of those figures that describe 
the decay of nature; till I came to the close, 
where the dust returned to the earth, and the spi- 
rit to its great Original; here the scene brighten- 
ed, and the reverse to so many gloomy memorials 
was all unclouded and serene. The face of nature 
looks now so wild and wintry, that it is a relief to 
the mind, to think itself but a passenger through 
such dreary and . regions. As Mr 
Watts says, , 

« Long nights and darkness dwell below, 


« With scarce a glimm'ring ray ; 
„ But the bright world to which we go, 
Is everlasting day.“ | | 
The verrer to a friend have given me a very 2. 
greeable image of a peaceful life, and as charming 
a Scene of death. 
© Calm and resign'd to some thick shade retire, 
And on a grassy turf in peace expire.“ 


Such a death is like falling into a gentle sleep, and. 


has nothing terrible in its approach. May the 


pious supplication you have inclosed ascend like 


% 
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incense from an angel's hand, and bring back every 
blessing on your head. | 

It must be a Joy to the public to have Prince 
Frederic here; it is a sort of confirmation of the 
nation's present happiness, and a presage of their 


e future tranquillity. 

e Never was any thing more oprightly than your 
e, last letter, only you have turned the raillery most 
i- unjustly on yourself; a crime I should never have 
n- forgiven in any other person in the world. 

re W 

„ err 

8 | 

Mr To the same. 


IT is with great concern that I hear you are 
confined to your room, in the midst of 80 many 
rural delights, as the walks you are contriving 
must give you. Your Ladyship's description has 
given a very beautiful scene to my imagination, 


ing and entertained me with a charming sylvan retreat: 
I hope my Lord and you will long enjoy it. Not 
| that I could wish your life extended to the date of 
an antediluvian; you have a more just opinion of 

ind mortality, and I am glad you give me an excuse | 
the to talk of these dull, or grave subjects, call them 
like what you will; as long as you remember you were 


born to die, I am satisfied. And indeed you al- 
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ways express yourself on this occasion with 30 
much good sense and true greatness of mind, that 
it sets your character in the most agreeable light 
it can appear in. When life is sunk to the dregs, 
and into the last disgrace of nature, it is no great 
virtue to fly to death as a refuge from indignity and 
contempt; but in the pride of nature, and amidst 
the flatteries of fortune, to look calmy on the 
greatest of terrors, must argue a superior degree 
of virtue. I would talk on, but I am in too 
splenetic a temper to be entertaining; and yet I 
never bid you adieu with so much regret. If half 
the serious wishes I make for you reach the skies, 
you will be possessed of all the blessings of this 
world, and the boundless pleasures of the next. 
I am, Madam, more sincerely yours than can 
be expressed by formally subscribing myself 
| Your's, &c. 


LETTER LXII. 
| To the game. 
Madam, f 
My Lord 's disgrace is a new instance of the 
vanity of human dependance. I could make some 
wise remarks on the advantage of an obscure and 
inferior station: if a contempt of greatness did 
not look like mere affectation: and it is often real- 
y 80, in persons of an inferior rank; and yet it 
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is in the humble cottage that more seems to make 
her sacred abode. 

Not boundless pow'r nor watchful guards that wait 

In glitt'ring pomp around the palace. gate, 

Nor anti-chambers with attendants fill'd, 

The mind's uneasy tumults ever still'd. 


I think the fable, by the archbishop of 8 


of the old Queen and Petronella, the most enter- 


taining and moral thing of that nature I ever read; 


only I was angry with the country-lass, for not 


having more wit, till she had made the experi- 
ment. 

With every ha of nature, Joined to great= 
ness, you seem almost tired of being a Countess. 
If it would not be an injustice to my Lord —, I 
should certainly wish you an humble cottager, 
with no cares nor joys, but what your fleecy charge 
and country holydays afforded. I should sincerely 
wish such a metamorphosis, but that I must sink 
your hero from his dignity; and perhaps Lord 
would not easily accommodate himself to 
make garlands and pastorals, being much better 
qualified to adorn a court. | 

This trifling is not sincere; for really I am in a 
very sober and grave disposition, and had much ra- 
ther talk of the next world than of this. You are 
not more tired of visiting-days and assemblies, than 
I am of breathing and sleeping. I could wish my 
zelf got safe beyond the thick darkness; but thexe 
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nature starts, a thousand fantastic horrors guard 
the gloomy passage ; and yet it is inevitable, and 
must be passed. What ecstacy must break in up- 
on the soul, the first moment it finds itself got se- 
cure from all those threatening terrors! When 
death and hell, for ever vanquished, shall leave it 
in the quiet possession of immortal joys? But 
still the grand event is undetermined, and a dismal 
uncertainty clouds these gaudy hopes. If these 
bright expectations should fail, and the soul be 
doomed to wander for ever on some dark unhappy 
sbore, banished for infinite ages from the seats of 
light and joy.— This doubt often sinks my spirits, 
and makes me long to have the important affair 
decided. Your Ladyship will certainly think, that 
J am transcribing some honest Dissenter's sermon 
for your edification; but I know you will pardon 
me when I tell you, I have no end in discovering 
my own concern, but to excite yours, who are e- 
qually interested in this subject. Heaven can wit- 
ness, how sincere my concern for your happiness 
is; the least part of it is expressed in subscribing 
myself, | Your, &c. 


——_—____ 


n _ 


LETTER LXIII. 


To the game. 


3 


Madam, | : | 
T RECEIVED an agreeable, I cannot say a long let- 
ter, from your Ladyship. Nothing can be more 


et- 


JIG 


this, M 


obliging than your invitation to M——, and you 
would pity me, if you could conceive how much I 
am distressed, at once to express my gratitude, and 
unwillingness to leave this retreat. Compared to 
is a theatre, a court, nations, and 
languages, the whole universe assembled together; 
and it seems more decent to spend the last part of 
life in privacy and retirement, than to intrude on 


the grand monde so unseasonably. I cannot possi- 


bly flatter myself that time stands still, or that my 
sun runs backward. The world seems to be at an 
end to me, and the time is hastening, which will 
bring a pathetic evidence of the truth of that me- 
jancholy description in Ecclesiastes : © When the 
gun and the light, and the moon and the stars 


„shall be darkened, and the clouds return after 


& the rain; when the keepers of the house shall 
ce tremble, and those that look out of the windows 
„be dark; when the daughters of music shall 


„ cease, and the grasshopper shall be a burden; 
© when the pitcher shall be broken at the fountain, 


« and the mourners go about the streets.“ 

I am as free of my quotations, as if your Lady- 
Ship had never learnt to read, or was forbid by 
some Popish priest to look into the Bible. 

| | I am, &c. 
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LETTER LXIV. 

| To the same. 
Madam, 

Your reproaches are but too just, nor dare I add 
to the guilt of violating my promise, that of de- 
Fending myself by any false excuses; but you 
would easily pardon me, if you knew the secret 
_ regret that this infamous conduct gives me. It 
will certainly prevent me from ever making a p 
mise in the most common actions of life. But! 
am the only sufferer in this, and my crime is my 
most severe and exquisite punishment; your La- 
dyship's conversation is a pleasure that of all other 
human satisfactions I find the most unwillingness 


to resign. Unless I can have this house entirely to 


myself, I believe I shall remove; and if I do, I may 
contrive to be near enough to enjoy the advantage 

of your society, and secure my own freedom and 
retirement; but just at this instant, being disor- 
dered with frequent pains in my head, the cold and 
silent dwellings of the dead are the very seasonable 
subject of my thoughts. 

My charity is very large, and from this catholic 
spirit I have often canonized some Atheist or Li- 
bertine for a great saint; but I am pleased to think 
I made an infallible judgment of Mr — s merit 
and piety. 

It is your Ladyship's talent to oblige people with 


In 


ig 


„ 
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che best grace in the world; you almost prevented 
my impatience for the pleasure of reading Mr 


Thomson's Hymn on Solitude, which is really fine. 


I fancy you have read a pamphlet called the Trial 
of the awitnesses of our Saviour's regurrection ; they 
say it was wrote by my Lord Chancellor * ; who- 
ever was the author, it is worthy of a man of sense 
and piety. 


J am, &c. 
HYMN ON SOLITUDE. 


Hair, ever-pleasing Solitude! 
Companion of the wise and good ! 
But from whose holy, piercing eye, 
The herd of fools and villains fly. 


Oh! how I love with thee to walk! 
And listen to thy whisper'd talk; 
Which innocence, and truth imparts, 
And melts the most obdurate hcarts. 


A thousand shapes you wear with ease, 
And still in ev'ry shape you please; 
Now wrapt in some mysterious dream, 
A lone philosopher you seem; 


* ie now known that Mrs Rowe was mivinformed 
as to the author of this excellent performance ; for 
which the public untversally believes itself indebted, not 


ts the late Lord King, but io an eminent and learned 
prelate. 
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Now quick from hill to vale you fly, 
And now you sweep the vaulted «ky, 
And nature triumphs in your eye : 
Then «trait again you court the shade, 
And pining hang the pensive head. 
A $hepherd next, you haunt the plain, 
And warble forth your oaten strain. 
A lover now, with all the grace 
Of that sweet passion in your face! 
| | Then soft-divided, you assume 
The gentle-looking Hertford's bloom, 
' Tee As, with her Philomela, she, 
(Her Philomela fond of thee), 
Amid the long withdrawing vale, 
Awahes the rival'd nightingale. 
A thousand shapes you wear with ease, 
And still in ev'ry shape you please. 


Thine is th' unbounded breath of morn, 
Just as the Jew bent rose is born; 
And while meridian fervours beat, 
Thine is the woodland's dumb retreat; 
But chief, when ev'ning- scenes decay, 
And the faint landscape swims away, 
Thine is the doubtful dear decline. 
And that best hour of musing thine. 


Descending angels bless thy train, 
The virtues of the sage and swain; 
Plain innocence in white array'd, 
And contemplation rears the head ; 
Religion, with her awful brow, 
And rapt Urania waits on you. 


Oh! let me pierce thy secret cell! 
And in thy deep recesses dwell; 


9 - + 
nnr. s 


For ever with thy raptures fir d, 
For ever with the world retir'd ; 
Nor by a mortal seen, save he 


A Lyeidas, or Lycon be. 


LETTER LXV. 


"fp the Fame. 
"Madam: 


Tuxkk was not many things capable of giving me 
a moment's uneasiness; but your Ladyship has 
still an entire ascendant over my thoughts, and 
can raise my hopes and fears, just as you think fit. 
I could not have expected more from any enjoy- 
ment in human life, than I promised myself from 
your conversation; and if the stars have any thing 
to do with the disappointment, 1 haye much more 
reason than you to complain of their malignant 
influence. However, the unpleasantness of the 
season, and the hopes of seeing you in a more a- 
greeable house in the spring, lessen the affliction. 
Nothing but the natural laziness and inactivity of 
my temper, will keep me from removing, for it is 
at present my real intention. Why has destiny 
designed you a duchess, and given you accomplish- 
ments to shine in a court? Had your lot confined 
you to some neighbouring plentiful farm, how 
happy had I been, every summer: evening, to have 
crossed two or three flowery fields to visit you, and 
Volume V. * | 
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have found you sitting on some grassy bank, mak- 
ing cowslip balls for your children, or gathering 
pionies in your garden, to dress up the spacious 
chimney in your hall! Iwill say no more, because 
the impossibility of such a happiness does really 
torment me. Adieu, ye gentle scenes of innocence 
and peace; ; must quit the visionary bliss for 
 greatness and titles, and address myself to the 
Countess of ; who, I am afraid, will hardly 
pardon the Strange metamorphosis I have been con- 
triving. 


Fancies and notions we pursue, 
That ne er had being but in thought; 
And, like the Grecian artist, woo 


The image we ourselves have wrought. 
Prior. 


T cannot but truly sympathize with your Lady- 


Ship -n your anxiety for Lord . I hope he 


wil! escape, by the protection of Heaven, this worst 
| of human distempers.“ 


| 1 im; &c. 


22 , 
þ / 


LE TTE R LXVI. 


To the came. 
Madam, 


I rinD, by a too guilty experience, that people in 
low life take an insolent sort of pleasure in level- 


N . 
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ling their superiors; but I must own, that since I 
have divested you of your titles and equipage, you 
are grown more intimate and familiar to my ima- 
gination, and my affection for you is heightened 
by conversing upon an equality with you. I have 
visited your cleanly farm without any ceremony, 
and wandered in the green -pastures stocked. with. 
lowing herds and bleating flocks. Only your do- 
mestics are not quite so elegant as I could wish. 
Insteid of such nice romantic damsels as Almeda, 
I me:t harmless, unthinking, round fac'd lasses ; 
and for powdered beaus in shining liveries, mi- 
micking opera airs and songs, I meet Colin and 
Lubberkin, with russet-coats and sun-burnt faces, 
whistling some aukward tune, or roaring. out a 


„country ballad, with voices as harsh as their fel- 
2 low-animals, which bellow on the mountains. 
t However, to make you amends for this, eyery thing 


else is as elegant as the abode of some sylVan god- 
dess; joy and f-8tivity surround you, and nature 
pours ut all her blessings for you. But to leave 
these visionary scenes I cannot but in reality ad- 
mire the agreeable innocence and regularity of your 
wishes; the height of your stition has not pervert- 
ed your taste for thit guiltless happiness, which 
nature in her perfection seems to enjoy. 

| cannot be uvconcerned for Lord ,, w ile 
— che small-pox is gs, a vou; ail my hopes are 


el- 
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placed in that heavenly guard, whom you have 
made your confidence. 
Mrs — is now in town, where I hope your 
Ladyship will find her always entertaining and ea- 
sy. Envy is not my favourite vice; if it were, I 
should be as soon jealous of your favour, as of any 
thing on earth: but instead of that, I am pleased 
to find merit recommedd itself to your esteem in 
every appearance; and 1 really think Mrs ——'g 
good qualities will bear the strictest and most mice 
examination; and a long acquaintance with her, 
instead of discovering faults, reveals new virtues. 
If I remove, it will be seven or eight miles nearer 
you, to convince you that T am not going to con- 
ceal myself from you. I had a thousand times ra- 
ther enjoy your conversation in my own private 
retreat, than see you in such a crowded Station as 
your own. 
May the-smiles of Nerven brighten your passage 
through the gloomy tracks of life, and direct you 
in the unerring paths to immortal joy. 


J am, &c. 
3 — 
LETTER LXVII. 
To the came. 
You have given me a very agreeable image of the 
gardens at Kensington: but your Ladyship must 


the 


nust 
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have a perfect command of your temper, to turn 
your thoughts to the planetary regions, amidst those 
charming retreats, and all the soft amusements of 
a court; where, to my great satisfaction, I find 
you can think as seriously, as if you were in a de- 
sart. I wish your Ladyship would transcribe some 
of your midaight-reflections : when 
« A thousand lamps of golden light, 


= Hung high in vaulted azore, charm the sight. 


Dr Pati. 
1 have guilt enough, Heaven knows, to humble 
me; but I may safely assert, that I have hardly e- 
ver in my life broke a promise deliberately ;. and I 
beg your Ladyship would now prevent my guilt, 
for if you do not insist on the engagement, I am 
still free and innocent. If I was twenty years 
younger, and could share in the amusements of so- 
ciety with a good grace, I would attend you till 
you were inclined in charity to yourself to dismiss 
me; but you would not advise me to ramble till I 
was blind enough to knock my head against every 
thing that stood in my way, nor till T was so deaf as 
not to hear without a speaking trumpet. Vour 
Ladyship, F am sure, has too sincere a value for 
the deceney of my character, to advise me to in- 
trude on the world, till I carry 
“ in my face 
Memento mori to each public place; 
* While rival undertakers hover round, 


And with his spade the sexton mark the ground.” "EH, 
88 To Dy Tenn 
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I am a hundred years older than when I saw you 

hpts :: | 
Not num'rous are our joys, when life is new, 

And yearly some are falling off the few; 

« But when we conquer life's meridian stage, 

« And downward tend into the vale of age, 

« They drop apace ; by nature some decay, 

&« And some the blasts of fortune sweep away; 

Till naked quite of happiness, aloud 

« We call for death, and shelter in a shroud.” 


* 


8 


Dr Young, 
I Am, &c. 8 


rn LXVIII. 


| To the game. 
Madam, | 


Tr would be a great happiness to be ert insen- 


sible, or independent on human events: to be too 
stupid, or too wise, to be concerned at the bright, 


or gloomy accidents of life. If 1 had but sagacity 
enough to be satisfied, that whether you are, sick 


or in health, the stars will keep on their round, 


nature observe its harmony, and the sun bring back 


the day, it might restore the composure of my 


thoughts; but in the height of my concern, I have 
not wit enough to reason so well as this. Some- 


times I endeavour to persuade myself that you are 
in heaven; but in my fits of infidelity, that does 
not give me the least consolation, and I am so wick 
ed as to wish you grovelling on the earth among 
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wretched mortals again. At present I know not 


where to find, nor where to place your Ladyship 
to my full satisfaction, and perhaps less to your 
own; for I am not sure you will thank me for 
sending you to the skies so early, and before you 
ſind any reason to be weary of this world. 

The duchess of 's dying at 


seemed to 
be a melancholy circumstance, which seldom hap- 
pens to people in a low rank ; to be in the hurry of 


a journey, amidst the agonies of death, had some- 


thing dismal in it. I have not time to transcribe 
the sermon I told Mrs 
Ladyship, and you may not be quite so impatient 
for it, as you would be for a new tragedy. 

For fear you should not have spirits enough to 
read a long, and which is worse, a dull letter, I will 
subseribe 


>. Your, &. 


— - — — 


LETTER LXIX. 
155 To the Same. 

Madam, : 

Your Ladyship's letter has freed me from the most 
racking suspence, and given an alacrity to my mind, 
like ease after pain; and how agreeable an altera- 
tion that is, you are very sensible, by your recovery 
from your late tormenting disorder. But while 
my Lord continues ill, I find you will not enjoy 
the blessings of your own _ z nor is it possible 

$57 
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to blame a concern so just and graceful ;z. and yet 
the height of human pity. cannot give -a moment's. 
relief in pain, that most intolerable of mortal evils. 
But though the power of an empire could not ex- 


empt the greatest of mankind from this one cala- 


mity, I may with a very good grace wish your La- 
dyship many happy new years, as you are the de- 


light and admiration of the public. If I thank you. 


for your good wishes of this sort, it is in mere ce- 
remony; for I should entreat you to reverse your 
prayers, if I were prepared for that important mo- 
ment, that must decide the grand uncertainty, whe- 
ther I shall be miserable or happy for ever. Could 
that doubt be fully resolved on this side the fatal 
darkness and gloomy passage of death; were alt 
the prospect bright and unclouded through the hore. 
rid vale; £ 
I then should close my weary eyes in peace, 
And stretch compos'd upen my dusty bed. 
08 death thy silent and refreshing shade 
Would yield a long, an unmolested rest 
From all the fruitless toils and vanity. 
That dwell below the sun. 


1 am, & c. 


LETTER LXX. 

| To the came, 

Madam, =} 7 

Tus new distemper is at present very fatal in this 
wwo, and my own servant is ill in it;, which has 
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put me in a more serious temper than usual. L 
would fain meet death, whenever it comes, with- 
out any hurry and surprize. The greatest plea- 
sure I take, while I am in this temper, is writing 
a solemn farewell to my friends. LI have been look- 
ing over one letter L kept by me, to your Ladyship, 
and am now going to burn it, and-write another, 


as I expect that I shall quit a toil of life Jong. bes 


fore you. 


And may some gentle spirit have ebend, 

To waft my soul to the celestial land; 

Where I fair Delia's coming will attend, 

Till freed from earth-she thither, shall ascend. | 
I am not at all in the spleen, but it is not reason- 
able for me to expect an exemption from a general 
disorder. As to this world; L-have as much to do 
as will employ me two or three hours, and then L 
am even with all mankind, in point of human jus- 
tice, I have no restitution to make, nor the least 
known injury to repair; and Jverily believe, there 
is not an ill gotten penny descended ta me from 
my humble but pious ancestors. I lay a much 
greater stress on this part of religion, that regards 
mankind, than I do on any height of devotion, as 
necessary as I think it to reconcile the mind to 
death. 

You will pardon me, Madam, . a familiarity 1 
have used, in running into à subject so particularly 


my own concern; it was not in the least my de- 


144 MISCELLANEOUS PIECES. 


sign, but there is a pleasure in talking freely to one 
in whom I so entirely confide. 

| Saga I am, &c, 
— — 


LETTER LXXI. 


To the same. 
| Madam, 3 
M« RoLL1's Milton is a charming amusement for 
the quiet and solitary hours I enjoy My Lord 
has highly obliged me, by giving me an en- 
tertainment so perfectly agreeable. I would not 
decide with the vanity of a critic z but to me there 
appears all Milton's beauty and spirit, with the 
most exact translation in the world. 

Your Ladyship's last letter charmed me $0 much, 
that 1 got every word of it in my memory. I 
hope the powers of darkness will never be able, 
with all their policy, to draw you to their party; 
for then their allurements will be resistless. I. 
would rather think your arguments opposite to 
their interest, and that you would persuade me 


from an insigniticant life, that has nothing in view 


but a private selfish happiness. Mr Thomson has 
furnished me with some of the most agreeable lines 


1 in the world to express my thoughts. 


J want to be alone, to find some shade, 
Some solitary gloom; there to shake oft 


This weight of life, this tumult of mankind; 
oy | 
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ct And there to listen to the gentle voice, 
&© The Sigh of Peace. a 


T: is a noble * tragedy; I cannot help preferring 
it to Mr Addison's C:to. The language and sen- 
timents have all a peculiar grandeur. The follows 
ing lines give me a very _—_ opinion of the au- 
thor. | 
« Ye mysterious *pow'rs, 

e Whose ways are ever gracious, ever jast, 

As ye think wisest, best, dispose fe. 
5 « But whether thro' your gloomy depths I wander, 
« Or on your mountains walk, give me the calm, 
« The steady, miling soul, where wisdom sheds 
Eternal wisdom, and eternal joy.“ | 


In reading this, a sort of divine contentment 
spreads on the mind; I seem to want nothing, 


I but to be wiser and better; of which you will 
think there is evident necessity. 


. I am beyond expression obliged to your Lady- 
[ ship for the offer of the pretty peaceful apart- 
1 ments, so suited to my taste; and your neighbour- 
R hood is what I should prefer to all earthly enjoy- 
A ments: but still—l' want to be alone, —though 
| not for such meditations as Massinissa's. The 
as on” | | | 
1 limits of life are very short, and I seem to have 
| 


nothing to do but to take a decent farewell of hu- 
man things. "As for the common Ghar people 
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; 8 ting public places as long as they can 


stand, that of doing good; I cannot in my con- 
science make any such pretence, nor can I be po- 
sitive it is ever my design. I should think it a 
very romantic attempt to reform the world. It is 
hardly possible in the decline of life to act an ap- 
plauded and exemplary part. Virtue then, though 
ever so real and unaffected, looks like necessity, 
rather than choice. People seem reduced to good- 
ness, and to fly to religion as a retreat. | oy 
I want to be interrupted ; like Sancho, I can- 
not reason long without some convenient pause 
and intermission; which will be at present as sea- 
sonable for. your Ladyship, as for 5 
I 9 7% Your, &c. 


LETTER LXXII. 
To the tame. 
Madam, . 
You have reason to be thankful for this little in- 
terval of quiet and leisure, which I have suffered 
you to enjoy amidst your country-amugements z, 
but as 3 
&«- Sooner or latter all things have an end,“ + 

the period of my silence, and your Ladyship's tran» 
quillity is expired; and if I should not molest you, 
the preparations for a birth-night will soon require 


Tour attention to the pomps and vanities of the 


K 


* 
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world; unless you can bring yourself to be as 
composed and devout amidst the magnificence and 
gallantry of a drawing-room, as Dr Watts, in his 
height of charity, imagines. However, he has 


done your Ladyship but justice, in admiring your 


conduct, while you can move and shine 


On this inchanted spot of treach'rous ground, 
Nor give your virtue, nor your fame a wound.“ 


But I have a concern of a different nature that 


lies at my heart for you. This enlightened age is 
blessed with so many beau apostles and polite mĩs- 


sionaries, that I am in some pain for fear you 


chould be converted to Heathenism. It is so mo- 


dish a thing to turn Pagan, that we have need of 
all the fortitude Christianity can inspire, to own a 


sinking, though in reality a glorious cause. May 
the heavenly Powers preserve you from this grand 


apostacy! I have a concern so sincere and ardent 


for your immortal interest, that I cannot com- 


mand my tears, while I think it possible you should 
be perverted from the paths of sacred truth... 
I must make a visit to your farm, to divert the 
gloom of my imagination; and never were the 
scenes of innocence and peace more charmingly 
deseribed than in your letter. 


A am, & c. 
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LET TE R LXXIII. 
1 ts the game. 
Madam, TX 
You last letter, though too Short, gave me an 
unspeakable satisfaction, at a time when very few 
things in the world could have given me the least 
pleasure: for I have had some short fits of this 
universal distemper ; and want of health, without 
a chain of reasoning, is a clear demonstration of 
the vanity of mortal enjoyments. the only cir- 
cumstance in your Ladyship letter. that gave me 
some uneasiness, Was your illngss; but as you 
see med to think it a slight 13 I hope you 
are by this time in perfect heath. 
| I am overjoyed to find J had no reason to sus- 
pect you of i widelity. Vou would forgive my im- 
pertinent Suspicions, if I could make you, Senvible, 
how sincere my concern for your happiness is : Tk 
deed it is not equal to the i» portance of the event, 


in which immortality is concerned: nor is it pos- 


sible, in this gloomy state of things, to have ap- 
prehensions suitable to th» gran'leur of the sui ject. 

I am reading 's history with great Sati>fac- 
tion. I know your Ladyship will pity my stupi- 
dity, that can reid a history in folio. I had once 
the same sprightly taste, to cespize ev ry thing 
that had the air ol plain uuariiul trutu and proba- 
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bility z but now it is much more agreeable to me 


than the Sen fiction. 


Mrs is charmed with "I and Lord 


; yet how uncertain are human expectations? 


Her telling of the death of Lady 
gave me some uneasy thoughts. 
It is well for you that I am not quite easy; if I 
was, you might not be so soon free from the im- 
pertinence of 0 5 


s little boy, 


Your, & c. , 


LETTER LXXIV. 


To the game. 
Madam, 


I CANNOT excuse, 8 I still find a great pro- 
pensity to indulge myself in what you call a cri- 
minal tranquillity ; but I am so fond of your good 
opinion, that I should be content to have my vices 
pass for virtues with you, and would fein have 
you believe this aversion to ceremony and depend- 
ence, rather proceeds from grratness of mind, 
than from pride: nor am [ less inclined to impose 
on you than on myself; for whom 1 seldom want 
partiality, and never fail in the exercise of the 
most extensive charity. And yet | have too much 
Sincerity to persuade you, that it is rather my du- 
ty than my happiness that | consult by this retreat 
from the public; aud if I should confess, that an 
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absolute freedom from all the formalities and cus. 
toms of the world, is a part of my felicity, you 
would think I have a very odd notion of happi- 
ness, and will certainly advise me to regulate such 
a licentious and irregular disposition; and not to 
fancy, that to wake or sleep, to sit or stand, to 
laugh or cry, at my own leisure, is a point of li- 
berty worth struggling for. 

I know not what orderly and governable incli- 
nations some people have acquired; but to me it 
seems a vast privilege, to be rustic or polite, wise 
or impertinent, without being censured, or ac- 
countable to my fellow-mortals. But this may 
perhaps be soothing myself in a guilty indolence; 
for people are not sent into the world as idle spec- 
tators, to wake and sleep, and stare at the vain 
shew for a few years, and then to make their exit. 

You find, Madam, I have not the vanity to pre- 
tend to a devout retirement, nor affect any recluse 
notions of religion; my thoughts of that are just 
the reverse, and all easy and sociable. 

I have formed many a visionary plan of coming 
nearer to ——, and appearing, and retiring, just 
as your Ladyship's commands, or my own caprice 
Should direct; but something or other has still 
frustrated my attempts, while I have been most 
sincere in my designs, and entertained myself with 
a thousand agreeable scenes, in the view of such 
an happiness. By my deliveration, you will think 


%P 


wg * 
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1 fancy myself juſt coming into the world; since 


J can find leisure to form schemes of distant feli- 


city, and pursue them as slowly, as if I had an 


hundred years lease of life before me. It is just 


the contrary; my negligence arises from the na- 
row limits in which human life appears to my 
view; which seems so confined, that it is hardly 
worth while for mortals to change the yoone, and 


vary the action. 


« Swift as the sun revolves the dar, 


40 We hasten to the dead.“ | 
Watts. 


I have been reading the life of the Countess of 
Warwick with great pleasure, and the more be- 


cause some beautiful parts of her character resemb- 
led yours. May the last part of your life (howe- 


ver distant be as glorious Though it is not very 
modish to pray, perhaps it may not be altogether 


unnecessary; and in asking blessings for you, my 


devotions are most unaffected and sincere. 


1am, * 
LETTER LXXV. 
To the ame. 


Madam, 


' 


Tas wintry weather has Spoiled all my projects, 


and confined all my views of happiness to the so- 


litary limits of à clean room and a clear fire. 


find I must suspend the hopes of seeing your La- 
V. blume I} , K 
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dyship to some distant and unknown futurity ; 
which, whether ever it will arrive, is beyond the 


ken of mortals. If it should not, it is but having 
a little patience, and we shall meet, I hope, where 
the height of virtuous friendship, and every other 
joy, will be complete : until then I could quietly 
sit down in some verdant shade, and wait the sum- 
mons to happier worlds: Heaven bless you! if I 
never see you in this again. But the pleasure of 
conversing with you, is not a satisfaction I can re- 
sign with half the coolness and moderation that 
you have represented. Your Ladyship has indeed 
spoke for me with much more wit and eloquence 
than I could ever command; but if I had made a 
speech for myself, it would have been very dif- 
ferent, and much more agreeable to the real sen- 
timents of my heart. 

You are not more delighted with a country- 
farm, than I am with an old parsonage-house, in 


alittle village where I was lately a ſew hours; 80 


ſituated to my content, that I seemed to want 
nothing but your reflections and society, to form 
a complete happiness. A large garden and or- 
chard, half modern, and half antiquated, long cod- 
ling hedges, old fashioned bowers, elms and apple- 


trees, green squares, and maple- bushes, all in the 


most gay and agreeable confusion imaginable; 
these scenes infinitely charmed me; and with the 
unaffected piety and politeness of che family, gave 
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me an exceeding favourable opinion of their prin- 
ciples, and a sort of suspicion of my own. If 
had made a tour of France, and seen the gar- 
dens of Versailles, it would have been excusable 
to have been so communicative of my satisfaction; 
but to trouble your Ladyship with the description 
of old monasteries and box-hedges, is somewhat 
impertinent, I confess. 

Your Ladyship will, I hope, be half asleep, 
when you read my letter, for, at the second read- 
ing, I perceive some inconsistencies in it; but 
writing nonsense is not a very humbling circum- 
Stance to me, because it is the effect of necessity 
rather than choice: all I can do in this case, is to 
cast myself on the charity of my gentle and can- 
did reader, which has been my constant refuge in 

many distresses of this nature. 
T have been entertained with some very beauti- 
ful remarks on the expression used in the sacred 


: writings, of the patriarchs dying and being gather- 
ed to their people. It has reconciled me to as- 
| semblies, by giving me such a grand idea of that 
8 august and sparkling assembly, to which the spirits 
4 of the just have been gathered since the first ages 


of the world. As little as I love crowds, I am 
exceedingly pleased with the thoughts of that 
numberless concourse of the great immortals, joins . 
ed together to pass an endless duration, in an im- 
menge variety of joy and complete felicity. 
"WR 
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While they rove 
For ever through new regions of delight; 
Where pleasure leads her everlasting train, 
Beauty and youth, in all the rosy bloom 
Of charms immortal, and unfading life. 


The muse descends, and in dull prose 
I am, bre. 


LE T FTE R LAY bs 


To the game. 
Madam, 


Ir gives me a sincere pleasure to hear that your 
Ladyship got safe to „and found Lady 
well, and Lord recovering. I staid until 


the middle of the next week, after you left the bath, 


in which time I spent a few hours agreeably with 


my Lady — who brings back to my remem- 


brance one of ks most amiable characters I ever 
knew, and which py will never suffer me to 
forget. | 

1 should be bara,” if my mind was always 
in that impertinent situation, that I find it, amidst 
the noise and amusements of this world; a train 
of inconsistent images, a succession of chimera's 
run through my imagination, without the least 
propriety or order. I could compare my head to 
nothing but the case of a raree-she w; and if the 
figures had been visible, I might have entertained 


the mob with the ridiculous pageantry. How su- 


- 


LETTERS, Key 
perior to those vanities are the satisfactions of rea- 
sou and virtue! If religion is a cheat, let me be 
still deceived; let me indulge the gay delusion, 
and recreate my soul with the transporting expec- 
tation. Stand forth, ye glorious phantoms, and 
entertain my attention in all your visionary splen- 


dours! Let me be well deceived, and at least be 


happy till death shall put a period to the pleasing 


dream. Were the Christian heaven as fabulous as 


the poet's Elysium, I wovld meet the height of 
human censure and contempt, rather than be un- 
deceived and cured of the charming delirium. 
But the present pleasures of virtue are to me a full 


de. | 
Your Ladyship has highly obliged me, by wish= 


ing me among the angels; the moment I am fit 


for that society, let me resign my breath, and join 
the illustrious assembly. But if the prayers of de- 
parted saints can prevail, you shall not stay long 
behind me; consider, there are silver trumpets as 
well as goon _ to entertain you. 
"2 I am, FI 
np | 
LETTER LXXVIL 


To the ame. 
Madam, 


You will think me very blind to my own follies, if 
I tell your Ladyship, that I have an aversion to be 


K 3 


demonstration how bright its future reward must 
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impertinent and troublesome, and that I never am 

so without great caution and diffidence to myself; 
but it is an experienced truth, and J feel a secret 
anxiety, lest this letter should molest you in some 
moments of tranquillity, when you would fain be 
at rest from any interruption. And this is the 
third vexation I have given you, since heard from 
you , but Mrs ——s account of your illness has 
given me many uneasy thoughts. 

No advantage can secure from disease and death 
the last account I heard of Lady Scudamore was 
very melancholy ; but she must be happy, be the 
event what it will. I am in great pain for Lord 
, since I heard the small- pox is so very mor- 

tal, and I wish this letter may find you in the coun- 
try. : 
In my dull way, I have been diverting myself 
with copying one of the prints of Albanus; but 
it is no matter what I have been doing, nor do I 
suppose you are much concerned to know. How- 
ever, I long to hear what you have been doing or 
thinking; for I begin to fear you have only an i- 
| waginary being, and are but some sparkting idea, 
which, in the flight of a poetical fancy, have been 
delighted with. 

I had writ so far in my letter, when your Lady- 
Ship's came with the sad tidings of Lady Scuda- 
more's death: all that allays the gloomy event, is 
the certainty of her happiness. But to the public 
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there is no reparation for such à loss (when you 
are excepted). But it is not long before her vir- 
tuous friends will again enjoy her society; while 
her favoured lot has called her first to te seats of 
peace and full felicity. 

should be extremely grieved, if I thought your 
| Ladyship's retirement from public places was the 
effect of want of health or spirits; it is a pleasure 
to me to believe, that it is only owing to good sense, 


and a just opinion of human life. 
1 am, &c. | 


LETTER LXXVIII. 
To the ame. 
Madam, 
Ir is a pleasure to me, to hear your Ladyship com- 
plain of a hurry, and to find you are not satisfied 
with that thoughtless unmeaning sort of happiness. 
Leisure and freedom are certainly the principal in- 
gredients of human felicity; and while you want 
these, I should certainly bestow my compassion on 
you, if it would not look like insolence, within the 
obscure limits of a solitary chamber, to pity the 
Countess of But your Ladyship will ex- 
cuze me, when 1 own, it is only with regard to the 


next world, that 1 see any disadyantage in your 
station; and yet every difficulty gives a splendour 


to your example, and makes the victory more go 


rious. 
* 4 
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The verses following were writ by a man of 
good sense, who, since he wrote them, is gone to 
make the important discovery in the invisible 
„„ . | 

« Hark! my gay friend, that solemn toll 

« Speaks the departure of a soul: 

« *Tis gone—that's all we know; but where, 

tt Or how th' unbody'd soul does fare, 
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te In that mysterious world, God knows, 

« And God alone, to whom it goes: 

“ To whom departed souls return, 

& To know their doom, to shine, or burn. 
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« Ah! by what glimm' ring light we view 
„The unknown world we're going to? 

„ Heav'n has lock'd out the future age, 
«And planted darkness round the stage. 
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« This hour, perhaps, our friend is well, 

« Death struck the next, ci ies out, Farewell, 
« I die! And then, for ought we see, 

« Ceases at once to breathe and be. 
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t Then launch'd from life's ambiguous shore, 
e Ingulph'd in death appears no more; 

T' emerge where unseen ghosts repair, 

« In distant worlds, we know not where. 


. C———_—_ erg. 


* Spirits fly swift; perhaps tis gone 

. A thousand leagues beyond the sun, 

4 Or twice ten thousand more twice told; 
« Eier the forsaken clay is cold. 


& And yet who knows, the friends we lov'd, 
* (They may not be so far remov'd), 
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< Only the veil of flesh between, 
« May oft glide by us, though unseen ? 


« While we (their loss lamenting) say, 
„They're out of hearing, far away; 

« Guardians to us, perhaps, they're Hears 
« Conceal'd in a vehicles of air, 


Tam, &c. 


, * 
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LETTER LXXIX. 
To the tame. 
Madam, | 
You have just reason to think my silence a greater 
blessing than my letters. I am afraid this is really 
the, case, and that your Ladyship rejoices at this 
interval of tranquillity I have given you. Howe- 
ver, as I have, in so abstract and disinterested 2 
manner consulted your quiet, after this long pause, 
I hope you will indulge me in pursuing my own 


happiness; which, however selfish the motive, 1 
must own is my present design. I am impatient 
to know whether you are in a humour for this 
world, or the next. It is not envy, that makes me | 


wish this may not be your resting place, but pure 
Christian charity, If you were exempt from those 
clouds that sometimes cast a shadow upon all hu- 
man bliss, such a serene state might be fatal to 
your future hopmmmuee. 

Nothing but mere dullness, and want of inven» 
tion, has kept me from writing another epistle to 
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Lady —— There is no conquering insuperable 
difficulties, nor striving against nature and neces- 
Sit y. | 3 
Let me beg the favour of your Ladyship to write 
in a little time. My practice is no rule for you; 
if I give myself a full dispensation from the rules 
and forms of this world, it is because I think I am 
going to another set of beings, and must shortly 
practise customs and manners different from the 
ceremonies of mortals; but youth and sprighily 
years are still before you, and the world will not 
yet give you an absolution from its rules and pre- 
cepts. However, you may command Mrs — 
to let me know you are alive, if she has not made 
a vow never to write tome again. The hearing from 
you will be a sincere pleasure to 
| Your, &c. 


LETTER LXXX. 
To the game. 
Madam, e | 

T Korg, though your health has some little inter- 
ruptions, your life will long be a joy to your 
friends, and a peculiar blessing to your own fami- 
ly 
If I should be so unhappy, as not to return just 
such an answer as you would have me, it is because 


1 cannot help it. Human actions are not always 


1 


„3j. 5c .; ©" ">." OF 


_ 


rn 


voluntary; however we boast of choice and free- 
dom, some invisible powers put obstacles in our 
way, and prevent the most promising designs. I 
find it by experience, and am now under the in- 
fluence of a sort of fatal necessity, which makes it 
absolutely impossible for me to wait on your La- 
dyship at this time; but I sincerely believe I shall 
be in London, some time after Christmas; and 
then, if you have any leisure moments, or I any 
sprightly ones, next to Heaven, they shall be at 
your command; which will be much better than 


teizing you with my Sompeny from the rising to 
the setting sun, 
From morn to noon, from noon to dewy night, 


If this appointment fails, it is my present real de- 


sign to wait on you in the spring; but, at this time, 


I hope you will excuse me, because it will be a 
prodigious inconveniency, if not absolutely impos- 
sible, for me to come now. | 

You have all the sweetness of temper that ever 
any human being could boast, and that gives me 


the assurance, even at this juncture, to beg of your 


Ladyship to send me something or other that I have 


not seen. I cannot tell whether you have seen 


these verses, which were sent me by the author, 
Mr Birch; I fancy they will please you. 
You have a better opinion of me than I deserve; 


I have not wrote any pious meditations of late. 
The warmth of devotion, perhaps, as well as other 
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passions, deadlines with life; but 1 hope the cal m, 

the reasonable, and solid part of religion, still will 

be improved. Whatever changes there are in my 

mind, my friendship for you is an equal and im- 

mortal flame, and will outlive the ceremony ol 
subscribing myself 


Your, fre. 


ON THE DEATH OF A BELOVED WIFE. 


Written by her busband on her coffin. 


WIL x pining anguish, wild despair, 

Increase my pangs, prolong my care; 

Depriv'd of all my soul held dear, 

Inchanting joy and love sincere 
While round the gloomy scene's displayed, 

And death still deepens ev'ry shade; 

Sad, silent, dark, the pomp of wo! 

Shall sorrow's eye forbear to low ? 

Flow still, ye tears! ye sighs, complain! | 
But sighs and tears alike are vain ! KELTY 


Y 


See there all pale and Ad she lies! 
For ever flow my streaming eyes! 
Fly, Hymen, with extinguish'd fires ! 


24 


Cleora's fled, the loveliest mind; 
Faith, sweetness, wit, together join'd. 
Dwelt faith, and wit, and sweetness here? 
O view the change, and drop a tear! | 
Once in these eyes each grace was seen, 


And love and mildness shone serene: 
Once eoſt persuasion tun'd her tongue, 
As truth sincere, and sweet as song: 
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Once this cold hand could touch the lyre, 
And ev'ry tender thought inspire ; 

Now sinking to its parent clay, 

All chang'd the body seems to say, 
Thus life, a shadow, fleets away! 


oO Whisper «till, thou voice divine ! 
Thine be the lore, attention mine. 

And while this awful object lies 

Expos'd before my weeping eyes, 

Teach me, some genius from on high, 

Like her to live, like her to die; 

To emulate the path she trode, 

All humane, gen'rous, great, and good? 

Like her the rage of death to charm, 

And ev'ry ting of pain disarm: 

Rise as she rose, a spotless soul, 

Who aim'd at joys beyond the pole; 

And raptur'd on the verge of day, 

Smil'd to behold the shining way. 


But, hark! the sadly solemn bell 
Sullenly sounds my last farewell. 
Lo! round the corse the plaintive throng 
Slow- moving, silent stalk along, 
The torch that lends its mournful light, 
The mystic pray'r, the funr'al rite, 


The weeping friend, th' expecting ground, 


The silent horror all around, 

Have tempted Sorrow from her cave, 
And now she hovers oder the grave; 
Now sinks our hearts, impearls our eyes, 
And bids a gen'ral groan arise; 

Exclaims that man was doom'd to mourn, 
And sits in pomp to guard the urn. 


*Tis done !—Q ever dear adieu! 


x63 
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Each tender name is lost in you. 
Adieu, thou once kind, lovely fair ! 


1 Soft spring of joy, relief from care! 

1119 | O rest! my love, with ev'ry grace, 

1 ; | And ev'ry virtue, guard the place! 

Wh While me receives the lonely bed, , 

1 6 Sad, prostrate. silent as the dead! : 
1 Restless I press the well known place, 
1 And vainly seek the dear embrace; 
1 While slow and drear the minutes roll, 

108 And anguish racks my inmost soul. 

I | IN 1 | But see]! what heav'nly pow'r serene 


| Darts gently through the gloomy scene ! 
_ *Tis she! ingliding from above; 
The same her form, the same her love. 


—_— 
—__ — 


— — 
— — 


Weep'st thou, my dearest? weep no more! 
Though transient scenes of liſe are o'er : 
New worlds now open to my vie w; 

Bliss, knowledge, virtue, boundless, true; 
Where souls with social raptures glow, 
While sin and vengeance reign below. 

Hence nightly I, thy guardian pow'r, 

For ever conscious of the hour 

That join'd our hearts, descend to keep 

My dearest charge ; to watch thy sleep, 
Hint softer dreams; to chase away 

Black error's mist, and bright display 

The form of virtue to thy sight; 

Dart o' er thy soul a stronger light; 

In reason's voice to whisper still; 

To purer bliss direct thy will; 

A beamy cloud around you throw, 

And viewless guide you as you go. 

o! (few short moments roll'd between) 

I present change the darksome scene; 
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Dispel the awful shades of death, 
And gently ease your parting breath; 
Glad hail to you the realms above, EL 
Dear, blest, immortal as our love! 
Thus while we leave thy lifeless clay, 
To some bright orb thy soul convey, 
Where virtue, truth, and pleasure join, 
And raptur'd say—This seat be thine ! 
Here knowledge great as souls can know, 
Shall purge the errors learn'd below; 
Enlarge thy pow'rs, improve thy sight, 
And sbew the truth in native light. 

See there yon happy shades employ 
Their hours in bliss and social joy; 
High rais'd on virtue's eagle wing, 
The patriots act, the poets sing; 
With purer fires the lovers glow, 

Than youth or sense inspire below. 
Here join we then the kindred race, 
That springs to meet our soft embrace; 335 
Or in some sweet sequester'd grove 
Mix flame with flame, and love with love. 

Hence wing'd with thought excursive fly, 
From orb to orb, and range the sky, 

View wisdom, pow'r, and goodness shine 

Thro' nature's frame; their ſource divine. 
O call these scenes to thy relief, 
Bright future scenes! and calm thy grief; | 
Live happy; nourish till the love, 
That blest on earth, and joins our souls above, 


She spake, she amil'd, cha amd away; 
While comfort glanc'd a healing ray. 
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LETTER LXXXI, 


To the game. 
Madam, 


THis is not my . letter; nor can you hope 
for that till I take my leave of the sun and stars. 
My friendship will follow you till then, nor expire 
with that period. It is commenced for immor- 
tality, and is abstract from all human motives or 
interest. Nor really, Lady , am I so much 
to blame as I appear; for I had not your last let- 
ter, till after mine was gone by the post. It was 
best that it happened so; for I was taken 80 vio- 


lently ill, two or three days after, in the new sort 


of distemper, that you would not have thought I 
had a week to live, and I am hardly now recover- 
ed. You cannot be angry, without doing violence 
to the benignity of your own temper. Congider, 


if T have a boast, a joy on earth, it is your good 
opinion. I hope I have not been guilty of a breach 


of promise in not waiting on you, because I am 
so careful never to promise any thing absolutely. 
Let me beg you to write, if it is nothing but to 
insult me with my ill deserts, and your own supe- 
rior merit; which shall be most 1 acknow- 
ledged . 

Your, &c. 


Lord 
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LETTER LXXXIL 
| To the game. | | 
Madam, 8 1 1 Nov. 26. 1713. 
Ir is your ease rather than my own, that I have 
consulted in this long silence: but in spite of mo- 
ral speculations, I find a great part of my happi- 


ness depends on your Ladyship's welfare and good 


opinion; and when I do not hear from you, I 
grow anxious for you, or diffident of myself. 
Your description of the Duke of Lorrain is too 
beautiful to be read with mere insensibility: how- 
ever, it is only in some moments of vanity, that 
grandeur and equipage charm me ; for if I know 
myself, I should certainly chuse that peaceful re- 
tired life, which Heaven, in great indulgence, has 
determined for me But Lam not lost in such a dead 
calm, as to be indifferent to all the shining cha- 
racters in the grand monde; for it would extremely 


oblige me, if your Ladyship would sometimes 


and 
; of whose merit I should certainly be 
sensible, if they had neither titles nor quality, and 


mention your acquaintance with Lady - 


lived at the next country-farm. 


I sincerely intended to be at Harnpstead this 
winter; but now the fatigue appears nearer, I 
find myself as likely to make a pilgrimage to Lo- 
retto, as take a journey to London. 

It is too late, or I would write to Mrs —; 
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her last letter gives me real uneasiness. I must 
have been guilty of some fantastical preciseness, 
that she misunderstands; for my soul stands clear 
of malignity, or designed injury. But this is the 
world of errors and mistakes; which will be all 
set at rights in the regions of purer illumination. 


N | | I am, &c. 
LETTER LXXXIII. 
To the came. 


Madam, | 
WHETHER IL speak or am silent, my sentiments for 
you are full of good-will and benignity; of this 
Heaven is a constant witness, who sees my secret 
and most retired wishes for your happiness. The 
friendship such merit as yours inspires, must be 
superior to common forms and ceremony, and go- 
verned only by its own noble dictates. I must 
confess, that I sometimes accuse myself of a too 
negligent sin@rity” but this your Ladyship may 
easily excuse, when you consider I have made you 
personate a rural nymph 80 long, that I have al- 
most forgot you are the much happier Countess 
of —. That advantage is indeed your Lady- 
Ship's, as well as Lord ——'s; for whom I am 
sincerely afflicted to hear he has had so severe a 
fit of the gout : but if any thing could ease such 
anguisb, it must be the tender and unaffected 


LETTERS. 169 
humanity your actions express. But I must con- . 
fess, when I am so selfish, so interested, (as I 
sometimes am,) to trouble myself for no bo- 
dy's happiness but my own, I then wish your 
lot had been in the humble tranquillity of a lower 
station: because among the human race, there is 
no person whom I am half so much inclined to 
treat with freedom and i intimacy z nor who could 
entertain my thoughts with pleasures more ra- 
tional and sublime, if fate had not placed you at 
such a painful distance.—1I suppose, after this con- 
fession, you will repine at your stars, for making 
you a Lady, instead of a gentle shepherdess, and 
placing a coronet, rather than a flowery wreath on 
your head. ' 

Your Ladyship has obliged me by naming Lady 
and Lord though you leave me only 
to conjecture the little graces and elegancies, that 
must attend their society. It will be great cle- 
mency in your Ladyship to write "2 $00n to 


Your, &c. 


LETTER LXXXIV. 


3 To the amo. | 
Madamz April. 14, 173% 

YouR affliction touches my very soul. I find it 
easy to conceive the * you endure for Lord 
s and Lady ——s illness, at a time when 


* 
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your own disorders require so great a share of 
patience. But as Heaven has favoured you 
with every circumstance of human happiness, 
perhaps, this allay may -be necessary to fix your 
thoughts on a superior felicity, and give you a full 
evidence of the vanity of human things. Your 
Ladysbip's situation in life, especially in an inter- 
val of unmolested prosperity, gives me as much 
anxiety, as if I saw you standing on some dange- 
Tous precipice; and (if I do not myself miss the 
road to heaven,) it delights me to think, how sin- 
cerely I shall congratulate you on your safe arri- 
val thither, through so many snares and insinuat- 
ing temptations. I shall certainly have a peculiar 
alfection for the celestial guardian that attends you, 
and 1s your invinsible protector in a thousand un- 
seen dangers. in. | 

Mrs — is still in great danger, though her 
physician has, with very good success, been, in 
the hands of heaven, hitherto the means of pre- 
venting the return of her distemper ; but the diz- 
ziness and weight she feels in her head make her 
afraid to walk in the streets, for fear of falling. 
Though she has still a great deal of natural viva- 
city, a sudden death is a circumstance that keeps 
her in a perpetual anxiety; as she apprehends her- 
self the next moment reeling into her grave, and 
just ready to hear her eternal fate decided. This 
dees not, however, make her sullen or gloomy, 


rns Ip 


but fils her mind with great and important ideas; 
and I must own, I never found her conversation 
more agreeable, I know you will excuse this long 
account of a person so inconsiderable in this world; 
but in the next, 1 believe She will find a splendid 
distinction. 

I return you a thousand thanks for the Minute 


Philsopher, which though I have not seen, I know 


I shall like; your approbation ng the greatest 


authority with 


Your, &c. 


—ñ — — 


LETTER LXXXV. 
T0 the dame. 

W | April 22. 1732. 
You have given me a real and extensive satisfac- 
tion, by the book you sent me. I read it with a 
secret gratitude to the author, as being a benefac- 
tor to mankind, in endeavouring to secure their 
highest interest; nothing can be writ with more 
argument and vivacity, nor more seasonably, in 
this juncture of e from the Christian reli- 
gion. 

The following lines are, I fear, only a poetical 
flight; for I dare not ask myself, whether I should 


be really so disinterested. 
O be thy int'rest safe, thy cause secure! 
Whatever clouds hang on wy future __ 


| * » Aloipbron, or the Minute Philorophe, 
| L 
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I pass them all——thy sacred will be done! 

] am of no importance to myself: 

I could resign my being, sink again 

To my first nothing, could thy glory rise, 

When J am blotted from the rank of being. 

It is a sensible pleasure to me, to hear that 
Lord and Lady have got rid of their 
coughs ; but it is a satisfaction of a higher nature, 
to find the grand monde has no charms for your 
Ladyship. 

I hope you will find 
ing as Mr 
Park. 

« While books and walks divide the vacant time, 

« Unconscious all of folly or of crime; 


a retreat as charms 
's description has made Ickworth 


« While you each morn respire the balmy air, 

« And breathe it out again in praise and pray'r.” 

This i is certainly going to heaven with a very good 
grace, and shewing what virtue is, in her native 
elegance and beauty; it is making the paths of 
philosophic life more smooth and delightful than 
all the popular ways of vice and luxury. 

For want of public amusements, I must enter- 
tain your Ladyship with my own private satisfac- 
tions; and communicate the pleasure I have had 
in reading the last scene of the life of Dr Rivet, 
who was tutor to one of the princes of the House 
of Orange. No scene of earthly grandeur (as 
much as I admire trumpets and kettle-drums) ever 
ited my envy, like the triumph and fortitude, 


| LETTERS, I73 


with which the pious man met the the universal 
terror. Thus let me quit the shore, and launch 
out into immortal joy! It will be more seasona- 
ble to say my prayers another time; but you will 
pardon this excursion from g | 
| Ton, 


LETTER LXXXVI. 

To the came. 
Madam, | May 27. 1732. 
Your Ladyship is the last person on earth to whom 
I would put myself in ridiculous light; and yet 
it is a misfortune to which I am often reduced, in 
spite of all my solicitude to avoid it. However, 
] have some excuse for my obstinate attachment 
to obscurity and solitude, from your own charming 
description of it. You have furnished my imagi- 
nation with a glorious scene of sylvan delights at 
— : but I am content with the range of two or 
three flowery fields, hedged round with hawthorn, 
that are near me; of which 1 peaceably take pos- 
session, when I would indulge a serious thought, 
and place myself in a situation superior to earthly 
fears or hopes. In these serene moments your 
company would be as agreeable as the visit of an 
angel. Whatsoever stupidity you reproach me 
with, I am never so abstract, as to think of you 
with indifference. In my most ambitious excur- 

pat =o int fades 
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sions, when I am got beyond the period of all hu- 
man things, I promise myself the most refined 
pleasure, in a happy and unlimited duration; when 
you will be improved in every excellency, and I 
incapable of any folly that may lessen your esteem. 
You already speak the language of immortality 
in what you sent me. May alt those blessings that 
inspire your soul with such exalted gratitude, be 
continued to you 

If you knew what joy every letter of yours gives 
me, you would not call it molesting me, though 
you did me the favour to send me a billet by every 
winged wanderer that makes its airy tour this way. 
In a post or two I will return you my thanks at 
large, for the obligation of your last letters ; for at 
present I have only just time for the ceremony of 
subscribing myself | | 
| . Your, &c. 


LETTER LXXXVII. 

| To the ame. 

Madam, : Sep, 6. 173% 
I was in hopes every post would bring me aletter, 
| but at last my gay expectations vanished into track- 
less darkness, and gave me inquietudes of another 
nature; since you are not exempt from the ills of 
vulgar mortals, and it 1s possible for your head to 
ake, though distinguished with a coronet. How- 
ever, as it is not my business to prescribe to you, 
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or confine you to your chamber when you are in 
perfect health, I will dismiss that gloomy reason 
for your silence, and rather think it voluntary. 
I am satisfied you must approve of my delay, in 
not coming at this juncture, when the small-pox 
rages so much here. If my fears are ever so whim- 
sical, if there is but a shadow in them, there is 
still some merit in this caution, since it is on Lord 
s account. You cannot think me so stupid, 
$0 insensible to all that is charming and elegant in 
life, as not to have a taste for such conversation as 
yours. There is not among the human race a 
mind so formed—a temper—a turn of thought, 
and manner of expression, that pleases me like 
yours. I talk more to Mrs —— than to any body 
else, because she admires, and is capable of enter- 
ing into the elegancies of your character. And 
yet after all, there is a strange sort of fatality, that 
puts some unconquerable obstacle or other in the 
way of my inclination and happiness. However, 
| I cannot but hope for one short interval of that 
{ felicity, on this side the sun, in some future hap- 


py period. J am, &. 
| 2 
LETTER LXXXVII. 
| : To the ame. | 
Madam, Oct. 8. 1732. 


I rave been putting your letters and papers in or- 
der. When I die, I design to leave them in —— s 


— ——— — 
* 
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hands, as a trust sacred to friendship and virtue: 
those papers and my pictures being the only things 
I find an inclination to carry with me. You can- 
not imagine how the settling this, and some other 
little affairs in order, soothes and pleases my ima- 
gination. No person ever took more satisfaction 
in preparing for a journey of pleasure, than I do 
in setting things in a just decorum for that last and 
grand removal. But I am still sensible, no fore- 
cast can prevent many natural fears, and acciden- 
tal exigencies, that may oppress the soul in that 
important action. It is impossible to know, till 
the experiment is tried, what pains of body, or an- 
xiety of mind, may add horror to the fatal dark- 
ness. But since it must be passed, it is of the ut- 
most consequence to endeavour to prevent a sur- 
prize, by growing familiar with death, and all its 
attendant terrors. The gloomy monarch has been 
met, not only with composure and decency, but 
with a sort of pious insult and triumph; of which 
2 late instance of -one that I knew dwells on my 
memory, who, in the bloom of life, and the afflu- 
ence of fortune, left the world with the same grace- 
ful ease, that an angel, who had just finished his 
message, would spread his wings, and return to 
his native skies. I will not talk of dying any longer, 
for fear you should reproach me for not putting it 
in practice. | 


Jam, &c 
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LETTE R LXXXIX. 


To the game. 
-— Nov. 11. 1732, 


A will the drudgery of life be o'er. © 

And we be landed on a happier shore ? 
Your Ladyship's part of life has been too chore to 
plead the privilege of being dismissed so soon, 
however impatient you may seem to advance in 
your race of life, and put yourself forward; while 
youth and nature forbid the impossible attempt. 
But, I believe, there are few of your fair contem- 
poraries will find themselves inclined to keep you 
company, so that your expedition will not be pre- 
vented by a crowd. And yet to bid adieu to the 
charms of youth, and resign the bloom of beauty 
with such an inimitable grace, as the verses in one 
of your Ladyship's letters express, is more to be en- 
vied than the gayest parade of life. However, this 
is a period only to be desired by a virtuous mind, 
ag an introduction to immortal youth and felicity. 


Come, gentle age! to me thou dost appear 


No cruel object of regret or fear; 
Thy stealing step IL. unreluctant see,, 


Nor would avoid, or wish to fly from thee. 


„ 


The + books in vindication of revelation, I have 
read with a real pleasure, and will return them to 
you with the first safe opportunity. -Your Lady- 


4 Revelation examined with candour, 2 vols. 
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* 


ship's approbation is the very point of my ambi- 
tion; and if the + Inchanted Forest, or any thing of 


mine pleases a taste so just as yours, J am entirely 


satisfied with myself. 

Jam perfectly sensible of the obligation I have 
to you for your four last agreeable letters; and if 
I was in the grande monde, that scene of action, 
and you was buried alive in a cavern, and had no- 
thing to say but what occurred in your own 
thoughts, 1 should certainly have the charity to 
write twenty letters for one. It is a long time 
since I read a news-paper, but J am just going to 
get the account of the birth-night, that I may 
make some conjecture how your Ladyship "_— 
the happy time. 

Your Ladyship is too much an infidel, to bes 
keve stories of apparitions, and would laugh at 
me for such relations ; but if I could have got a 
description of some lights, that were seen in the 


&&y from some intelligent mortal, I would have 


Sent it: but some tell me it was like one thing, 

and some another, so that I cannot at present tell 

what it was like: but it is a certain truth, that I am 
Your, &c. 


ters Mot al and Entertaining. 


1 A translation from Tasso, published in the third part of Let 


< 
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LETTER: XG 
To the game. 1 
Madam, Jan I. 17323. 

Tous letters are favours so free and unmerited, 
that 1 cannot complain of the intermission, with 
any manner of decency; though I suffer so much 
by it, that I should certainly have interrupted your 
peace, if I had known precisely whither to direct 
for you. For yours, in a literal sense, is the jour- 


| ney of life; a pilgrimage without a metaphor. As 


the weather is now milder, I hope your Ladyship 
will be freed from your cold, and your confine- 
ment to a chamber, at your charming hermitage. 
Your Ladyship's description of it, and the park at 
Richmond, are beyond the charms of poetry. I 
shall never forget that there are such agreeable 
persons in being, as Lady and Lord —— 
though your Ladyship seems resolved never to 
mention. them. You will be pleased, when I tell 


you, that instead of writing moral essays, I have 


employed my leisure, this winter, in the harmless 
amusement of drawing landscapes; and sometimes 
have dared the inclemency of the sky, by walking 
in the fields this frosty weather; the prospect 
exactly answered your comparison of a landscape 
cut in white paper. | 

1 I am, &c. 
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LETTER XCI. 
| To the sams. 

Madam, Jan. 24: 1732-3 
You letters would never be dull to me, thouoh 
the words were put together as accidentally as Epi- 
curus's atoms: I am persuaded, even then, they 
would appear with some peculiar beauty and spirit. 

I am easily persuaded, your Ladyship would 
have passed your time agreeably in Lady 3 
conversation, if it had been in a place less charm- 
ing than you have described your hermitage. Tt 
is a pleasure to me to hear that my Lord has 
$0 perfectly recovered his health; both as it re- 


| gards your Ladyship's happiness, and is so great a 


blessing to the public. Nature would have in- 
structed Lady in the art of drawing without 
a master. It is a sort of hereditary qualification 
in your family. It delights me to hear that Lord 
resembles Mr either in person or tem- 
per; for never could human nature possess more 
perfection. I have been reading Mr Fielding's 
new comedy, 7he modern Husband; and cannot 
help thinking it a good play, if nature, wit, and 


morality can make it so. 


Your Ladyship gives me a secret pleasure, while 


you flatter me with the thoughts of seeing you at 


ʒ and yet I check those gay expectations, and 
number them with those visionary delights with 


8 8. 
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«ki people please and delude themselves to the 
last period of life. It suits my circumstances bet= 
ter to reflect that the night is near; 


The fatal night of death, when I shall sleep 
Unactive in the damp and gloomy grave. 
The period hastens on, chat puts an end 
To ev'ry vain design: my trial comes, 
The solemn hour draws near, that must decide 
Mix everlasting state; and no appeal | 
From that tribunal. e' er will be allow'd. 


I wish your confinement, and the hurry of the 
town, may not increase your cold. LI cannot help 
having the greatest concern for your health, though 
your Ladyship almost forbids me to-wish you many 
happy new-years Indeed there is so small a share 
of happiness falls to the lot of the most favoured 
mortals, that I have some scruple of wishing any 
person a long life; unless they are such, as I think, 
may justly despair of mending their circumstances 
in the life to come. 

Your Ladyship has made Mrs —— mar by 
Naming her: we are both mightily pleased with an 
Amazon's head which I have drawn, which we 
fancy is exactly your side-face 3. there is as much 
beauty-in the air and- feature, (if my- pencil has. 
not failed in copying the original,) as ever spark- 


led in a human face. 
| © am,. &c. | 
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LETTER Xell. 


| To the same. | 
Madam, os Feb. 2. 1732-3. 
You have reason to rejoice, that my paper pro- 
mises but a short letter, for my thoughts are at 
this instant in a very gloomy situation. I cannot 
flatter myself, that this chagrin rises merely from 
a disinterested concern for the public calamity, 
unless my friends were all immortal, and secure 
from general danger. Your Ladyship's last lettter 
gave me the satisfaction to know that you are re- 
covering from this fatal disorder; and I hope your 
next will inform me, that those of your family on 
whom your welfare depends, are all past danger. 

I am sincerely obliged to Mrs ——, for the 
news-papers. It is a pleasure to me sometimes to 
know the posture of human affairs. It would be 
giving yourself unnecessary trouble, to doubt 
whether you should transcribe a thing from a pub- 
lic paper, for fear of molesting me with the agita- 
tions of the busy world; as long as the arches of 
the sky arestanding, and the pillars of the earth 
fixed, I am at rest: and I hope, if they were 
broken, I should look with serenity on the glo- 
rious confusion, and welcome the happy period, 
that · will bring a brighter scene in view. 

The new fever rages here, and is very fatal; 
and yet I cannot help wishing you in the country, 
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for the air must be less contagious here than in 


London, Whereever you are, may the peculiar 


protection of Heaven guard you from © the ar- 
« row that flies by day, and the pestilence that 
„walks in darkness.“ Quoting Scripture would 
have a fanatical air to one of less piety ; but as you 
have joined that to the greatest elegance of taste, 
2nd the most refined manners, I shall escape the 
riducle I should expect from an inferior character 


to your Ladyship's. 


To my great joy, I have just received a letter 


from you, which brings me the welcome news, 


that you are all well. I have had a short fit of 
the fever, to reproach my ingratitude to Heaven, 
for a series of uninterrupted ease, with which my 
days have been blessed. However, I am still con- 
fined to a tenement of clay; my spirit cannot yet 
get released from its mortal fetters; I speak it 
with a sort of confusion: Whenever the welcome 
period comes, I shall enjoin Mrs to let you 
know it; but I shall never intrude on your soli- 
tude. The scandal of what people call walking, 
would induce me to keep myself invisible, whate- 
ver pleasure I took in attending your retirements. 

| Your good wishes will add to my brother's hap- 
piness; and it will be no detriment to yours, if I 
subscribe myself 


| Your's, | & „ 


' Felon Fo 2 12M 


184 MISCELLANEOUS. PIECES. 


LETTER XClII. 
. To the game. | | 
Madam, 5 March 26. 1733. 

Jou have conquered the difficulties of an art, which 
will be a certain amusement in some of the mo- 
ments of chagrin, which no state of life is exempt- 
ed from. This thought pleases me as much as. 
the charming picture you have favoured me with, 
which has been the delight of my as ever since 
J received it. 

May heaven restore you again to a state of per- 
ſect health, and crown your days with every cir- 
cumstance of felicity ! Lhope you will not be ne- 
. gligent of yourself; for a relapse into this new 
disorder seems to be more dangerous to people than 
the first seizure. This cold weather * my 
concern for you. 
- Such a character as yours, gives me too great an 
opinion of human nature, to suffer me ever to pre- 
fer solitude for itself; and I. am so far from de- 
signing to seclude myself from society, in the bliss- 
ful 'bowers, that it is a pleasure to me to think of 
meeting countless numbers of gentle spirits, as e- 
legant and refined as yours. And yet, according 
to my present apprehension, I shall find something 
peculiarly agreeable in your society; from which 
I promise myself a most lasting and sincere delight, 
when we meet in that splendid concourse, which 


A 


% 


"+= - 


Hall come from every tribe and language on earth, 
to form the numerous assembly. 

If ever you attempt copying your own "REV 
let me beg to have it, and I will never ask another; 


| thak will be the highest W you can lay on 


Your, c. 


LETTER XCIV. 


To the came. 


Ir is a sort of mortification to me, to believe that 


I need make no apology to your Ladyship for my 
silence; but this is certainly the case, and it would 
be mere vanity in me to make excuses, for what 
you would rather thank me than reproach me. 1 
need not inform you, that the spring is now in its 
bloom; that daisies and e adorn the verdant 
field, 


While birds es hranches horch U or oth wing 
At nature's joyful restoration sing; 
How sweet the morn ! how gentle is the night ! 
How calm the ew ning! and the noon how bright 
The news of popular tumults and diseontents 
turns my envy of splendour and superiority into 
serious compassion, to find that no heights of me- 
rit can be a defence from public censure, and the 
ingratitude of a happy, though uneasy people. 
I. would be cruelty to myself, to renounce the 


wy 
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only joy I have, which is your conversation; but 
that, like all other earthly pleasures, is no sooner 
enjoyed, but it is past ; and it is no more than an 
agreeable dream, a pleasing speculation, which, 
without the least fatigue, fancy can entertain her- 
Self with —You will think I have reasoned all hu- 
man things into mere shadows. | 

It is but expanding thought, and life 1 is nothing. 


Ages and generations pass away, 

And with resistless force, like waves o'er r waves, 
Roll down th' irrevocable stream of time, 
Into eternity s unbounded depths. 


| Your Ladyship has highly obliged me "by the 

_ expectation of another picture of your drawing. 
J have promised Mrs that of Cornelia, when 
I die: with which she seems so overjoyed, 'that I 
am afraid she will wish the time shortened. How- 
ever, it will not be long. | 


To thee, O death, my fleeting moments tend; 

In thee the hurricane of life must end. 2 5 
Though murm'ring waters from the ocean crowd, 

From thee by nature no return's allow'd ; 

For though the seas have leave to ebb and flow, 

The streams of life must always forward go. 


A thousand blessings attend you! be the is 
tial Spirits own protection in every known or un- 
seen danger! | 


\ | 
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BETTER ZEV; 


f To the ame. | 

NiCd, May 9. 1733, 
Your Ladyship's description of the hermitage en- 
tertains my fancy with the most inchanting pro- 
spect on earth. If I did not expect a more plea- 
surable situation, after a few short months or hours 
are past, I should envy you the happiness of your 
charming retreat; which might be, and certainly 


is, a haunt for angels, when you are there, 
The guard of Providence is sure about you, 
And you were born to bless an impious age. 


It gives me a sincere pleasure to hear Lady 
is got into your Ladyship's way of thinking; with 
that advantage, how sparkling will her character 
be ! while the spirit and gracefulness of her bloom» 
ing years get off every virtue. Be it easy, or se- 
vere, it must attract love and imitation, and strike 
the senses as well as the soul; the heavenly flame 
will mingle with the lustre of her eyes, and the 
beneficent disposition make itself visible by a thou- 
sand nameless graces. 

It is the effect of a perfect humanity, that your 
Ladyship will give me leave to flatter myself, that 
my silence is not a thing wholly indifferent to you: 
if it was, it will always be an act of charity in you, 
to conceal it; for the value I set on your good o- 
pinion, will, perhaps, be the last attachment from 

which my mind will zo disengaged in this world. 

f 3 
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Whatever I think of seeing your Ladyship once 
more, the first thought sets a scene of pleasure in 
my view); but it is soon damped, when I consider 
what a venerable figure people make, at my time 
olf life, among persons of your gayer years and tem- 
per. My good Lady , and Mrs , with 
several others of my grave contemporaries, rise in 
a visionary farce before me; and by their reverend 
examples confirm my resolution of concealing the 


\ concluding follies of life in a decent retirement, 


Nothing appears more dismal to me, than being a 
dead weight, a sort of solemn incumbrance to so- 
ciety. This is, perhaps, being too nice, and refin- 
ing beyond what a state of mortality will permit. 

In mere compassion to your Ladyship I leave 
off, and subscribe 


Tour, &c. 


1 1 


LETTER XCVL 


To the tame. 
| Madam, June 2. 1733+ 
You have made me very n with another pic- 


ture of your drawing, which L have but just receiv- 
ed. I am glad you do not take a fancy to old her- 
mits and philosophers; your devotees are young 
and handsome, and please with Coypel's airs, who, 
I confess, is my present favourite painter 3 nor do 


—Séö⅛ ib. 
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1 wonder that his designs are entertaining to Lady 
———'$ elegant taste and genius. 


Nothing can be so sparkling to my imagination 
as your hermitage. You have brought back the 


sylvan scenes to their primitive grandeur, and a 


farm-house appears as. polite as a palace. Instead 
of an air of low life, your cows and sheep give it 


the appearance of the patriarchal wealth and plen- 


ty; and Lady ——, I presume, guards her fleecy 
charge, in as genteel a habit as any poetical shep- 
herdess that ever graced the stage. 

I wish you may like the“ Dialogue on Devotion; 


for your approbation would be more to tlie young 


author, than that of half the universe besides. 
I am, &c. 
LETTER XCVH. 


To the _—_ 
Madam, 


IT would be mere vanity in me, to make an apo- 
logy for leaving you so soon: without any affecta- 
tion, or giving myself airs of modesty, I sincerely 


think my absence never requires an excuse. How- 


ever, if your Ladyship knew what inquietude and 
- regret I felt, when I disobeyed you, it would atone 
for my obstinacy. I cannot express the remorse 
it gave me. Not that I repent my journey to 


* By the reverend Mr Tho. Amory. 
| M 4 


us . 
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for it has certainly furnished me with some agree- 


a ʒble images both of beauty and virtue, which per- 


! haps are not to be found in any Other place, or at 
least not so suited to my taste. 

should have begun my Japan table as soon as I 
came home, if Les Pensees de Pascal had not acct 
dentally come in my way, and given my thoughts 
a situation superior to all earthly things. In read- 
ing that book I lose every care, and grow indepen- 
dent on all below the skies; the trifling hopes and 
fears of human life vanish before a more important 
interest, while I yield to the evidence of these just 
reflections. 


« Il ne faut pas avoir Pa fort elevee, pour. 


ce comprendre, qu'il n'y a point icy de satisfaction 
« veritable et solide, que tous nos plaisirs ne sont 
ce que vanite, que nos maux sont infinis, et qu'en= 
fin la mort, qui nos menace a chaque instant, 
4 nos doit mettre en peu d' annees dans un etat e- 
< ternel de bonheur ou malheur. L'immortalitẽ 
& de Fame est une chose qui nous importe si fort, 
« et qui nous touche si profondement, qu'il faut 
« avoir perdu tout sentiment, pour etre dans l'in- 
« difference de sgavoir ce qui en est. Toutes nos 
© pensees et toutes nos actions doivent prendre des 

< routes si differentes, selon qu'il y aura des biens 
« eternel a esperer ou non, quill xt impossible de 
faire une demarche, qu'en le reglant par la vue 


LETTERS, _ 191 


© de ce point, qui doit etre notre dernier objet.“ 


I am, by a thousand unmerited obligations, 


| Your, &c. 


LETTER xoVII. 


To the came. = 
Madam, LIT | | | 
IT will do you no-real harm for me to begin at the- 
top of the paper; though my head is at present 
something vacant, and l find myself at amuch greater 


loss what to say, than it is possible your Ladyship | 


can be, after having said so many finethings on every 
agreeable subject in nature. It would be more just 
in you, to complain for want of new worlds, and 
some unseer novelties, than for want of invention. 
When the celestial arch, the groves and flowery 
lawns, have been described, mortal eloquence is 


exhausted. Indeed the follies of mankind would 

* It nceds no very elevated understanding to perceive, that 
there is here no true and solid satistaction, that all our pleasures 
are but vanity, that our evils are mote than can be numbered; 
and, in fine, that death, which threatens us every moment, must, 
in a ſew years, fix us in an eternal state of happiness or misery. 
The immortality of the Soul is of such importance, and interests 
us so deeply, that one must have lost all feeling, to be indiffer- 
ent about it. All our thoughts and all our actions ought to 
take paths so different, according as there are eternal goods to 
be hoped for, or not; that it is impossible to tread one step a- 
right, without regulating it by a regard to this, which ought: 
to be our sole object. 
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afford a wide and various scene; but charity would 
draw a veil of darkness there, and choose to be for 
ever silent, rather than expatiate on that melancho- 
Iy theme. 

T am taking a great deal of pains to convince 
your Ladyship that it is not for want of wit, but 
variety, that my intention is cramped ; the narrow 
creation is my complaint. In a more modest dis- 
position, I may be content with the limits of the 
universe; and think the world wide enough; but 
at present it seems as diminitive as the painted 
globe in Queen Elizabeth's hand, or the soap · bub- 
bles my Lord —— blows into the air. The poet 


boasts 
Of thoughts which wander through ide ity, 


And ſoar above the skies, 
yield but little consolation: after all their ethereal 
excursions, we have got but very dark intelligence 
from the invisible world; and are so far from 
finding our ideas enlarged, that we are forced to 
degrade the brightest order of angels into human 
figures. Perhaps your Ladyship's sparkling ima- 
gination does not dress them up in broad cloth 


and beaver-hats; but even velvet coats, and dia- 


mond buttons, would make but a ta dry figure a- 
bove the stars. However, there is no remedy for 
these inconsistencies, till the curtain falls, and dis- 
covers the glories of immortality in cheir native 
splendour. | 0 
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One would imagine, when the universe makes 
zuch a despicable figure in my view, that even 
stars and garters, crowns and sceptres, seem trans- 
formed into toys; one would think, in such a su- 
perior situation, J should have no attachment left 
for a Japan screen; but, 1 must own, I long to 
zee” . 5 
I am afraid your Ladyship will allow but little 


of your attention, till after the birth-day; howe- 


ver, I hope you will give Mrs —— leave to let 
me know you are well, which will be the greatest 
tisfaction to 


Your, &e. 
— — 
SET T ER xX 
To the « cams. 


Madam, 
You Ladyship would not thank mie, 1 am per- 


buaded, if | wished you a thousand happy new 


years in this world, crowned with youth and con- 
stant tranquillity; but when I wish you an im- 
mortality of happiness in the next, Heaven can 
witness the sincerity of my soul. 

I fancy the prince of Orange's story would 


make a very beautiful novel, if the scene was laid 


in some of the fragrant eastern isles, blest with 
perpetual spring. A great many fine characters 
might be introduced under poetical names. The 
Spirit and apen. temper of the prince of Wales, 
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with his generous concern for the illustrious stran- 
ger, would make a very shining figure. I have a 
great inclination, in some ambitious moments, to 
attempt it in imitation of Telemachus, and address 
it to Lord : 
The following verses are the essay of a very 
young muse, Mr Rowe's nephew, that your Lady- 


ship has seen at Hampstead, who has a promising 
ni for his early aur, 


0 the nuptials of the Prince and. PaancEsEs "al 


ORANGE. 


By Ma NicoLas MUNCKLEY.. 


Fir'o with the fame of Brunswick's royal race, 
Adorn'd with ev'ry virtue, ev'ry grace 

Young Orange long aspir'd to be ally'd, 
Where only he could find an equal hride. 
Should haughty France, or ustria, to his arms- 
Proffer, in all the pride of youthful charms, 

A blooming princess, blest with ev ry grace, 
Pride of the Bourbon, or Cxsarean race: | 
(And well might haughty France, or Austria own 
Their monarch. honour d by so great a son) 

Vain were the offer; Orange ne'er would join 
A tyrant s race wich William's patriot line: 
Their race, whose impious arms mankind enslave, 
With his, whose god-like glory was to-save, - 


Immortal William ! thy victorious hand 
From the proud Gaul rescu'd.thy native land; 
Nor to one nation were thy arms confin'd, 
Thou hero sent by Heay' n to save mankind! 
Albion opprest, low prostrate begs relief, 
Her flowing tears persuade the pitying chief; 
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He saw the Queen of nations wretched doom, 
Giv'n up a prey to tyranny and Rome, | 
Hell with new rage its ministers inspires, 
They whet their axes, and prepare their fires ; ; 
Already they believe the conquest gain'd, 
And in their greedy hopes devour the land: 
Vain expectation'! let a Nassu come, 
Where is the confidence of hell and Rome ? 
He comes, and bids the rescu'd nation smile, 
And liberty returns to bliss the isle. 5 
| Triumphing hosts spread their great leader's fame, T 
And lawless tyrants tremble at his name. 1 
Namur, thy walls, and, Boyne, thy rapid flood, 
Choak'd with slain legions, and defil'd with blood, 
Confess him great in arms; his trembling foes 
Trenches, or mounds, or tow'rs, in” vain oppose; 
In vain the bastion guards the hostile wall 
And ramparts mock a foe- SUS comes—they fall. 


From his tees * young Orange came, 
Alike in virtue, as alike in name. 
For bloom ing Anne the youthful hero sigh'd 
The only lover worthy such a bride: 
He sues, Britannia's monarch heard his pray'r, 
And to his wishes gave the royal fair, 


The joyful born waits fon ſav ring he 
Sudden they rise, and fill the swelling sails. 
The prince exulting leaves the Belgic shore, 
Nor the winds threaten, nor the billows roar; 
His guardian genius bids the tempests sleep, 
And smooths the surface of the briny deep. 
Lav'd by the hoary surge, white cliffs {rom far, 
To Glad the lover's longing eyes appear; | 
Swift glides the vessel to the crouded strand. 
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And gives the promis'd hero to the land. 
To proud Augusta's towers with eager haste, 
The destin'd scene of all his joys, he pass d. 
Unheeded shout her sons, unheeded rise 


Her domes and glitt'ring spires, that wound the skies ; 


His ardent passion claim' d his total care, 
And all his thoughts were on the royal fair. 
Lo, she appears to bless bis longing sight! 


The fair appears in native beauty bright. 


Not fairer seem'd the ſabled Queen of love, 
Descending from the skies to Ida's grove: 
Lost in surprise, the Trojan boy beheld 
Celestial beauties to his sight reveal'd. 


Receive the prize, O Paphian Queen, he cry'd, 


To Pallas, and the wife of Jove deny'd; 

In vain my choice thy rivals charms would move, 
Lovely are they, but thou the Queen of love. 
With like surprise the Belgic princes urvey'd. 
The blooming beauties of each royal maid. 
Such lovely nymphs he ne'er before had seen, 
The fairest daughters of the fairest queen: 
But chiefly Anna's charms the hero move, 
Raptur'd he gaz'd, and lost himself in love. 
Beauty ineffable adormnd her face, | 
And spoke her of the lovely Brunswick race. 
Her native majesty each look exprest, 

And all the princess ev'ry step confest: 
*Midst her attendant train so Dido mov'd; 
The son of Venus 3aw, admir'd, and lov'd. 
Nor less her mind th' illustrious lover fir d, 
Nossess' d of all that makes her sex desi d: 
Much he admir'd her form, her virtues more; 


They fix/d the conquest beauty gain'd before. 


But an amazing stroke his joy restrains: 
Thus the severe decree. of Heav'n ordains E 
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& sudden heat choots through his glowing blood, 
And noxious ardour taints the vital flood. 

Celestial pow'rs, ye guardians of the brave, | 
Your mighty charge from threat' ning danger save! 
Kind Heav'n assents, nor longer will delay 

The bliss of Albion, and th' auspicious day; 

The day indulgent fate ordains shall join 
The race of Nassau with the Brunswick line. 


The happy isle exults; with gen'ral voice 
Her shouting sons applaud their monarch's.choice,. 
Enjoy their present bliss, and hence presage 
That bliss continu'd through each future age. 
They see new heroes hence derive their birth, 
And other Nassaus glad th' expecting earth: 
And, should offended Heav'n again ordain 
To chreat the nations with the Gallic chain 
From this illustrious line they hope redress, 
And a new William to redeem. and bless. 


LETTER.:C 


To. the. game. F473: 75 
Madam, - 1734s 


IT gives me a very sensible concern, to hear you: 


are in. the least danger of relapsing into that disor- 
der that you was in at the Bath. It is perhaps 
impossible to reach an absolute independence and. 
superiority of mind to human events; and yet. L 
often fancy myself in a state of insensibility to 
every thing, but what concerns your happiness; 
and that is an attachment which will survive the 
period of mortal life... 
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at present is colouring prints: if Lady 
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Mr —— has generally a handsome — of 
address, which makes me impatient to see a dedi- 
cation, where the choice is 80 entirely just. Your 
Ladyship's character sets human nature in its most 
agreeable light, and is an instance what it can 
reach: nor can there be any p. urtiality in giving 
you a distinction which you certainly merit. 

I wish your Ladyship would be 80 good as to 
send me one of your own, and Lady ——'s draw- 
ings in Indian ink; I have a great curiosity to see 
what progress you make. My great attainment 


wants 
any birds for her new japan, 1 have some at her 
service. Mrs is 80 inchanted with this new 
Japanning, that she has abandoned Mr Baxter, and 
the Greek fathers; and employs her time in stick- 
ing bears and monkeys on all the Wdoden furni- 
ture she can find about the house. I am in hap- 
pier circumstances; for the screen your Ladyship 
sent me is a rarce-shew for all the women and 
children about town, who have any l of a nice 
and elegant taste. 

The charming cottage your Ladyship has des- 
eribed. appears before me in all its visionary beau- 
ty. I should certainly envy the inhabitants of such 
a charming retreat, if I could not indulge my i- 
magination with the hopes of fairer, mansions, in 
some future world. But however ambitious I am 


of setting my feet on the starry pavement, I am 


Ir is impossible to read Lord 


pet forced to content myself with walks of grass, 


or (not to conceal the mortifying truth) stones 
and dirt. This is some disadvantage to me, who 
have renounced all local motion, except walking. 

I shall be in a painful suspence, till I hear that 


your Ladyship is recovered from this disorder ; 


which will be a sincere pleasure to 
| Your, &c. 


"LETTER cl. 


h To the came. 
Madam, 


Ig verses, with ö 
out being delighted with the view of what such a 
capacity promises to the public: they are, with- 


cout flattery, surprising for one of his years. 


Your Ladyship would get no advantage, by rol- 
ling back time; not even to your fine person, 


which has not yet lost a charm, while your mind 


has improved in every thing that is graceful and 
elegant in human nature. Twenty years would 
be a large step backward in your life, unless you 
are got into the Egyptian chronology, and reckon 
your years by the moon. But after all my criti- 
cisms, I am charmed with your Ladyship's senti- 
ments, as they- express a noble ambition to reach 


the heights of virtue. 


If I should have an aversion to such a place as 
Valume J. N 
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—— I must be insensible to all that is agreeable. 
in art or nature; nor can I suffer your Ladyship 
to have such an unjust opinion of me. If there is 


a £pot on earth to which my imagination is fixed 
and inchanted, it is there: I haunt the grove, as- 


cend the mount, trace the rivulets, and wander 


through every verdant walk. It is true, in my so- 
litary caprices, I take full possession of the house 
and gardens, and banish every intelligent being 
from the place, except your Ladyship and the an- 


gels; with whom I may own, without breach of 
modesty, I am so good as never to be out of hu- 


mour. You will think I am very gracious, not tg 
exclude celestial beings from my retirement; in 
which I am happy enough, while I can make a 
virtue of necessity, and credit the moralists, who 
tell us, that all human pleasures are better in-spe- 


_ culation than in reality. For twenty miles, to me, 


are twenty thousand; and I could as well think 
of a pilgrimage to the Holy Land, or of taking a 
journey to the moon with Ganzas. But I hope, 
some favourable event or other will bring your 
Ladyship to -; and then you cannot avoid 


this road, when I may be 80 berpr as to see you 
en passant. 

There is a sort of infallibility | in your Judgment 
of books ; I never question the merit of an author 
which your Ladyship recommends, and will get 
Rollin's history by the first opportunity. Your 
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Ladyship's mentioning Mr Halyburton's life, when 
I was with you last, made me read over the ac- 
count of his death; in which there are some auk- 
ward particulars, and little domestic matters, that 
are very disgusting; but abstract from this, such 
an exit would have made a glorious figure in a lan- 
guage answerable to the dignity of his sentiments, 

and through all the cant and disguise of a Scotch 


dialect, the saint and the hero still appear. I was 
charmed to find him blessing the hour of his birth, 


and triumphing that ever he had commenced an 

immortal being; at a time when the guilty part 

of mankind are wishing they had never been born, 

and loading the inauspicious hour with execration, 

and would sink back into their primitive nothing. 
J am, &c, 


—— 


my 4 


LETTER CIL 
| To the game. 75 | 
Madam, - - . .. July 6. 1734. 
You would have been molested with my imperti- 
nence before this, if Lady - s commands had 
not employed me in drawing; which 1 am afraid 
was more to flatter my vanity, than to please her 
own inclination z but that still heightens the fa- 
vour. I have copied the Pastoral Muse from a 
print Lady Scudamore sent me. The figure is 


negligently lolling on the grass, in a romantic 


scene, with cascades, and swans, and little birds 


N22 ? 


Cop 
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* by * 
A . PR * 206 
ZZ 


202 MISCELLANEOUS PIECES. 


4a» 


on the branches of trees. I will send it as soon 
as I have an opportunity. The only compliment 
I desire in return, is something of Lay 8 
drawing. 

I am pleased to end your Ladyship has had one 
interval of what you call real solitude. I should 
Have been so perverse as to have called it a crowd, 
if your obliging wishes to have me with you, could 
have taken effect. Wherever you are, I shall fre- 
quently visit you in my imagination; and those 
sort of intellectual compliments, your Ladyship 
may be assured, will always be sincere, and never 
incommode your most important moments; nor 
will these airy rambles be attended with anxiety or 
fatigue. 

Nothing in Dr Watts' Juvenile Mixcellanies gives 
me more pleasure than the description of the Tem- 


ple of the Sun, which is really fine. Nor is it pos- 


Sible to read the Thankful Philoropher, without the 
warmest emotions of gratitude to Heaven, for a 
thousand distinguishing favours, especially that of 
living in one of the most happy and glorious pe- 
riods, that ever the English nation enjoyed; as I 
cannot help thinking the present is, since I have 
read Rapin; which has often excited my gratitude, 
that I was not fated to breathe in the days of King 
Egbert, or King Sweno. 

I have had a thousand panics for fear you would 
not let me keep the screen; for it is $0 pretty, and 


i 
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: you had taken 80 much pains about it, that I had 

c not the assurance to expect or desire it; but if you 

5 do not make me send it back again, it will be a 
surprising obligation. It is a public benefit to this 

e town, and the joy and wonder of all that set their 

d eyes upon it. 

, 


I suppose a horse with four legs is, by this time, 
too slow an animal for Lord ——, and he would 
be glad to have a horse with wings like Pegasus. 


SC I am really in pain, when TI recall with what N 
ip he used to measure the plains. 
er 5 . 3 Am, &Co 
OT —_—=——= 
or | 

LETTER CIIE 
yes To the game. 
n- Madam, 5 Aug. 2. 1734. 
08 | 


CovlD any circumstance in the world raise my 


the envy, it would be the happiness which Mrs 
r , enjoys in your Ladyship's conversation and friend- 
t 0 


ship; but instead of exciting an uneasy thought, 
it gives me the highest satisfaction, to find. you 
ju«t to so much real merit. Your Ladyship may 
justly reproach me, for not enjoying a society in 
which I confess there are so many charms Mine 
is, indeed, a fantastic situation of mind ; there is 
something of mechanism in my reasoning faculty, 
as well as in my devotion; which seems to depend 
on just such a place, and _ a set of objects. 
3 | 
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Indeed, I cannot boast of any great share of sense 


— <— 


ry the transformation to such a prodigious extent, 


though, with regard to the next world, perhaps, it 
would be no disadvantage to his Lordship. Nor 
have I the least inclination to make any alteration 
in the house or gardens, which, I confess, have a 


„ Sr — 
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any other prospect which comes within my view; 
is done with exquisite skill, and came safe to me. 


tlie contrivance of your grotto; nor can an inven- 
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or goodness, but I seem entirely destitute of both, 
out of my own chamber. My happiness is a sort 
of quietism; there is something in your way of 
life too glaring and tumultuous for the natural se- 
dateness of my temper. If Mrs „instead of 
drawing the picture, could possiby be transformed 
into a real St Genevieve; and would sit under a 
tree, with a good book in her lap, watching her 
sheep in a very flowery pasture that I could find 
for her, I should visit her at the rising morning 
and silent evening. Nor should I have the least 
objection to the being at , if your Ladyship 
could be metamorphosed into a plain good wo- 
man, without any attendants but Mrs „and 
„sunk into Lucy and Colin. I dare not car- 


as to turn my Lord into a reverend divine, 


nearer resemblance to my plans of paradise, than 


9 


unless what Mr 


s drawing gives me, which 


My imagination could be no manner of help in 
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tion so sparkling as yours want assistance, which 
appears by the beauty of your description. 

You will be $0 obliging as to make a compli» 
ment to Lord ——, and Lady ——, from 
| 9 5 5 Tour, &c.. 


LETTER CIV. 
To the game. 
Madam, 

WeriLe you meet with so many instances of the 
vanity of earthly grandeur, I need not be very la- 
vish of my morals on that subject; and yet when 
I am in the humour of dictating, I cannot help say- 
ing, what you know very well, without the addi- 
tion of my testimony to this melancholy truth, that 
even the revenues of a kingdom cannot procure an 
exemption from the pains of eickness, or the me- 


naces of death, nor purchase one 'moment's ease 


for the most distinguished of mortals. There is. 
no relief in that gloomy hour, but 
That glorious solace of immense distress, 
A conscience and a God; a friend within, 
And better ſriend on high. His eye · lids send 
Beams of immortal youth through heav'n's bright regiante 
His all-powerful word can health create, 
| And bid the blessing come amid the wintry frost. 


I hope my Lord is by this time recovered 
Hom his feverish disorder.. I cannot but share 


with your Ladyship in the concern you. feel. for 
N * | 


1 . 
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him, with regard to the small pox. May Heaven 
protect the little angel from that pestilential dis- 
temper. If any thing can soften Lord 8 tor- 
tures, it must be your Ladyship's attendance. Lou 
are the balm and joy of life to all about you; eve- 


y gloomy event gives a lustre to your character, 
and brings the benignity of your temper into ac- 


tion. And amidst all the changes of human af- 
fairs, a virtuous mind will Dae secret Ince: 
in believing | 


The course of human things i. is all Snot 
With each minutest circumstance, above; 
No fickle chance, no blind contingencies, 
No unforeseen events arise, to cross 
The purposes divine. 


I have always the brightest expectations PIE an 


author that your Ladyship recommends, nor have 


I been disappointed in Rollin's. history; the two- 


Hirst volumes of which L have been reading with a. 
true rational delight; his remarks on. the conduct 


of divine providence are a proof to me of the au- 


_ thor's piety, and through every page the Sy 
and justness of his sentiments appear. Lady . 
retreat puts one wise thing in my head, that there 
1 no happiness but in innocence and obscurity.— 


But to your great comfort, my morality is abridged 


ar. want. of. room. 


Lam, &c.. 


= 
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LETTER CV. 
| To the game. 

Madam, : | 
You will pardon me, I am sure, for presuming to 
think a person in your station and altitude an ob- 
ject of compassion; but you are really so, even by 
your own confession; nor could your Ladyship 
have named one circumstance of misery greater than 
that of being confined to a crowd' of people, who 
are all of them in a state of hostility and ill-hu- 
mour with one another ;. or at least not so peace» 
ably. disposed, as your Ladyship's sedate and gentle : 
disposition would wish them. But while I pity, 
and am ready to pray for you, it diverts me, to find 
you only a little discomposed, 1n a situation that 
would bereave me of my senses, and drive me quite 
out of my wits. 

I am glad your Ladyship is disgusted with: 
the whole seems to be writ with a malice more 
than human, and has surely something infernal in 
it. It is surprising, that a man can divest himself 
of the tender sentiments of nature so far, as deli- 


berately to give anguish and confusion to beings 


of his own kind. Slander and invective do an in- 
jury never to be repaired, and consequently are 
unpardonable sins. 

cghall easily dispense with your drawing fos 


me, when it puts you to the least pain, Mr ——— 
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outshines us all. I have hung his drawing in an 
eminent place, in my parlour, and no body that 
| comes there thinks it worth their while to look at 
[i any other performance, till they have admired this: 
if I own myself indebted to him for it. I have just 


l! | received a present of the seasons by Watteu; the 
1 1 scenes are fine, and the faces very handsome; and 
1 I should be glad enough to hear the music, but a- 


Li iff | verse to being one of the company. I must tell 
| 1 you all the secrets of my heart, whether they are 
| = | guilty or innocent. 
LS | | It gives me the most abstract and refined plea- 
19 8 sure, to hear your Ladyship's character and fine 
| genius admired : you. are. my vanity and pride, 
nor is. it possible for you to be more delighted, to 
| if find the public doing justice to Lady 's charms 
1 and merit, than I find in the justice done to yours. 
I am often pleased with an opportunity of apply- 
ing these lines of Dr Young to your En 3 


character : 


« She-strikes each point with native force of mind, 
« While puzzled learning blunders far behind. 

&«. Graceful to sight, and elegant to thought, 
The great are vanquish'd, and the wise are taught. 
« Her breeding finish'd, and her temper sweet; 
c When serious, easy; and when gay, discreet; 
“ In glitt'ring scenes o'er her own heart severe, 
ce In crowds collected, and in courts sincere.“ 


Mr Duncombe sent me his proposals for print- 


ing Mr Hughe's works. I am glad he finds en- 
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couragement, for he is really an author of genius 
and strict morals. I hope you will not make such 


a long pause as your last, before you write to 


LETTER CVI. 


To the game. 
Madam,. 


You cannot communicate your joys to any person 
that more sincerely shares in your Ladyship's hap- 
piness than I do. While your amusements are s 
reasonable and innocent, you need not scruple ma- 
king confessions of yourself to a much severer tem- 
per than mine is; and if you tell me the worst of 


yourself, as E believe you. do, you are certainly very 


good. Not that this awkward common compli- 


ment, of telling people they are very good, does 
reach your Ladyship's character, or at all express 


my meaning. But I must content myself with hu- 
man language, for 1 cannot yet speak in the strains 
of immortality; though I wish for that privilege 
with more impatience than I ought. | 
* O longo erilio! O troppo lenta morte ! 

The visionary pleasure that your description of 
a country scene gives me, perhaps exceeds what 1 
should find in the reality; and setting aside the 


©. © tedious exile! O tao tardy death 
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beauties that your sparkling imagination, and fine 

language, give to every thing that you are pleased 
with, trees are trees, and daises are daises, at 
Frome, as well as at the Hermitage. And even 
your Ladyship's nice taste would be delighted 
with some verdant inclosures, which are my con- 
stant haunt, and where I am sure of enjoying an 
unmolested solitude. However, I am not going 


to persuade you to inclose Windsor forest, and ba- 


nish every human appearance from it; for the so- 
ciety you are blessed with has every thing in it a- 
greeable and charming. I am not surprised, that 


with your just and elegant turn of thought, you 


should prefer that innocent wit and unaffected 
chearfulness, that you find in your own family, to 
all the noisy mirth of public entertainments, I 
was pleased with a thought J lately read in a mo- 
dern author, who says, (speaking of solitude,) 
46 [t is even delightful, to think there is a world 
« of spirits, and that we are surrounded with in- 
« telligent beings, though invisible, rather than a 
lonely unconscious universe, a wilderness of in- 
« gensible matter.“ 

I have read your two last letters over and over; 
they iniuse a secret gladness into my soul; the 
peace and serenity of. your temper appear in every 
line: I hear the nightingale's song; and all the 
gay landscape, the flowery scene, which gives you 


zuch a chearfulness, rises in full bloom before me. 


2 
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I will leave you now to trace the sun, axd visit 


the planetary worlds; while I, confined to this 


earthly globe, remain 


4 Your, &c. 


LETTER CVIL 


To the game. 


Madam, 


"4 


I nave at last had the satisfaction of reading Ma- 


dam de Lambert's Avis à an Fils et à 5a Fille. 
Such a just train of reasoning, and those noble 
reflections, would have given me a sincere plea- 
sure, if I had not been biassed by your Ladyship's 
good opinion of the author; but as I was, the sa- 
tisfaction was more complete. Whatever has the 
sanction of your applause, I admire without re- 
serve or difhdence : I grow positive and infallible, 
and without being Popishly inclined in any other 
point, 1 yield an implicit assent to all your deter- 
minations. The following sentence pleases me, 
because it is exactly your Ladyship's manner of 
thinking; and that is the greatest compliment I 
can make the author. Le bonheur eit dans le 
paix de l' ame ; vous ne pourrez jouir des plaisirs de 
P esprit, sans la sante de Þ esprit. Tout ert presque 


_—_w_z@wv_______—____——____—_———__—— —ͤ—eũä——'(v8—— —-— l — 


Happiness consists in the peace of the soul. You cannot 


enjoy the pleasures of the mind, without the health of the 


mind: every thing almost is pleasure to an healthful mind. 
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plaicir pour un esprit ain. And I am particularly 
charmed with this thought : 4 La plus grande mar- 
que qu'on est nd avec des grandes qualitex, ert de vivre 
Sans envie. This is the constant happy situation 
of a mind, formed like your Ladyship's. Heaven 
continue that sacred peace, which is the result of 
unaffected virtue. 7 

| J am, &c. 


2 


— 


LETTER CVUL. 
To the tame. 
Madam, 
You can say nothing more to Lord s advan- 
tage, than that he resembles your own charming 
sister in her temper and virtues. I cannot help 
wondering that with your Ladyship's sparkling i- 
magination, you will take the pains to see —, 
or any other fine place, when you may sit still, 
and exercise your own invention, without any 
manner of fatigue, or the tumult of a Lady of 
quality's equipage and attendance. For though 
your motions may not be quite so unwieldy as the 
Rhodean Colossus, and you may stir without ma- 
ny a cart, yet not, as Cowley says, without many 
a mule ; and that must be a strange incumbrance 
to Ge ol ard vn = rural entertainments and 


+ The surest mark that one does with great qualities, 19 
to live without envy. 


I 
* y — 
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pins pleasures. You * I have lost my at- 


tachment to grandeur and pageantry, and am go-, 
ing to persuade you to dismiss your coachman, 
and sell your horses; and to ramble through the 
wild woods on your own legs, in order to exer- 
cise the self-moving principle, with which nature 


has endowed you; or else to sit still in your own 


apartment, and raise nn and mk n at 
your leisure. 

Why will you force me to recall FIN happy 
hours which I paszed with you at ——? That 
peaceful period never returns on my memory, 
without some secret regret that it is past. 

But there are soft Elysian shades, 
And bow'rs of sweet repose; 

Where never any storm invades, 
Or tempest ever blows, 

This prospect scatters every human care, and 
spreads a divine tranquillity on my soul. The mo- 
ments are wing'd, I find, by the flight of ten years, 
since I was at —— 

Give me leave to make my compliments to La- 
dy ——, and to subscribe myself | 

9 Your, &c. 


LETTER QOIN 
To the came. 


Madam, 
TULLI1A is certainly a beautiful Novel, and appears 


to be the production of a fine. genius. Never was 
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the grandeur and beauty of your own mind more 


_ elegantly expressed, than in the character of Tullia; 


which, while T am admiring, it heightens the plea- 
sure to know that such perfection and virtue is 
more than an agreeable fiction. 
Nothing makes me more repine at the TAY 
brance of a mortal body, than that it confines me 
from the most agreeable place and conversation on 
earth. I have now an aversion to all ways of tra- 
velling; a chair is my terror, and even a coach 
and six is quite out of my good graces t— re- 


egin a pilgrimage to see your Ladyship, than a 
devout Papist to visit our Lady of Loretto. But 
it will not be long before I shall drop these earth- 


ty; and then, though I have no intention to haunt 
you as a ghost, I shall certainly make you some 
friendly, though invisible visits, and wait to make 
my compliments at your first entrance on the ce- 
lestial coasts. Till that happy period, Jam, with 
the greatest sincerity, 

Your, &c. 


To the game. 
Madam, 


« Do those who on a rack for Heav'n expire, 
« Love angels and eternal brightness there ? 
« 'Tis ure they do!“ 7 - 
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as Lee says; and 'tis full as sure, that my mind is 
never in a state of indifference with regard to your 


Ladyship. I am not yet arrived to such a height 


of mortification to the pleasures of human life, as 
to make a resolution of seeing you no more: that 
would be resigning the world at once; and I am 80 
far from that stoic indifference, that I often soothe 
myself with the thoughts of conversing with you 
in some happy distant period; but no prophetic 


impulse yet discovers when, or where, or how. 


When I would fix, the visionary joy dissolves in 
in trackless air, and is lost on the N mgy. of 
all future events. | 

Tour Ladyſhip will make me turn critic, in spite 
of reason and nature. The easy transition of 
thought and graceful language of the translation 
are inimitable; but conſidering Tullia was design- 
ed by Madame de Lambert for a perfect character, 
I think she indulges a tender passion for Lentulus 
a little too far However, that guilt is excus'd, by 
the heroic virtue that appears in her retreat; and 
nothing can be more charming and natural than 
the effect of her retirement, when it sinks a ten- 
der paſſion into a generous and innocent friend- 
ship; and it delights the reader to find two per- 
sons of the greatest merit happy without a crime. I 
might remark a thousand other beauties, but at 
present it will be convenient to conclude my an- 


notations. If you don't write to me sometime 
Velume IW ' 0 
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in this month, I am afraid I must resignyou in the 

next to the Princess of Saxe-Gotha, and royal 
. weddings, and birth-days ; which, without any 
great degree of humility, I may own are things of 
more importance than 

Your, &c. 

LE TTE R CXT. 


To the game. 
Madam, 


Ex mine, ye pow'rs, the faculty of writing spark- 
ling nonesense ! for then I find I could compose 
the most delightful letters.—Indeed: I know not 
well what to say, for my genius owes all its viva- 
city to your letters ; and at present my own guilt 
will not suffer me to complain of your. Ladyship's 
silence. However, I have done violence to my 
own inclination, out of regard to your tranquillity, 
which I thought was but too often molested by the 
hurry of the Grand Monde: but now you have a 
sort of vacancy, I beg you to write in a few posts, 

since the hearing from you is the only thing that I 
can call a reasonable pleasure, that relates to this 
world, The pleasures of the imagination are of 
an inferior class, and those J have had, in finishing 
of the screen; for which I had pictures enough, and 
some left, which I have given to Mrs —— to make 
Her a corner. cup- board, to her great joy and con- 
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tent. I am not surprized to find your Ladyship 


_ diverting yourself with the scenes of low life, in 
the print you are copying, while fields and cotta- 
ges seem to be the abodes of innocence and peace. 


I must own that scenes of grandeur and art please 


me better: but then tis only in speculation and at 
a distance; for without pretending to be more phi- 


losophical than 1 really am, I should chuse to be 


confined to the peaceful shade of some remote wil- 


derness, rather than to the hurry of the most splen- 
did court. 1 am glad to hear that Mr — has 
his residence still among mortals, though I wish 
myself in n superior station; but while I am in 


this, with the greatest sincerity, 


J am, &c. 
LETTER CAI. 
To the game. 
Madam, 5 
SINCE your Ladyship will give me leave to flatter 
myself that you write to me from inclination, and 
not to fill up the vacancy of amusement, I shall 
willingly assent to such an agreeable truth, with- 
out raising any modest objection on the occasion. 
I am delighted with all your entertainments, ex- 
cept the Tent-stitch; and that, T own, I admire, 
but then 'tis as some people admire virtue, only in 
Speculation, It seems to me an antedeluvian in- 
| O2 
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vention, a task for those long-breathed people, who 
spent a sort of eternity on earth, compared to the 
short duration of a modern period. However, I 
am in no pain for your Ladyship; whether your 
attempt is a chair or a stool, I suppose it will be 
an hereditary occupation; if you finish the branch 
of a tree, and Lady PR Shepherd's crook, the 
service of your generation is done, and you may 
contentedly leave the rest to be finished by your 
children's children. 

'Tis a thousand to one but you have seen these 
lines of my Lord Orrery's: but for fear you should 
not, I will give myself the pleasure of transcribing 

| To Mr Pope. 
© Intomb'd with kings tho” Gay' s cold ashes ly, 


« A nobler monument thy strains supply; 

« Thy matchless muse, still faithful to thy friend, 
* By courts unaw'd, his virtues dare commend. 

« Lamented Gay ! forget thy treatment past, 

« Look down, and see thy merit crown'd at last: 

„ A destiny more glorious who can hope? 

« In life belov'd, in death bemean'd' by Pope.“ 

The last part of your Lady+hip's letter soothes 
the mind into a pleasing indifference to all human 
events: prosperity and adversity lose their distinc- 
non, and are only preferable as. the allotment of 
Heaven orders them. 

By the partiality of some of my acquaintance, 


the poem of Joseph has been so. often transeribed, 
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and is got into 80 many hands, that I have been at 
last flattered, or teized into a consent to let it be 
published, on condition the author is never known 
or named. As for success, I have no manner of 
vanity or concern: I am as proud of adjusting a 
tulip or a butterfly in a right position on a screen, 
as of writing heroics. | 
| I am, &c. 


LETTER CXIIL 
To the came. 

Madam, 5 6 
Tuts will perhaps molest your n in a mo- 
ment of importance, and amidst the hurry of the 
preparation for a birth- night; but I am in pain till 
you know I am entirely ignorant of Curll's * ro- 
mance of my life and writings, only what I have 
Seen in an advertisement. I was told of his design 
indeed, and wrote, and positively denied him the 
liberty of printing any thing of mine: but they tell 
me he is a mere savage, and has no regard to truth 
and humanity; and as he has treated people of 


_— 


— » — 


* This performance is worthy of its author for it contains 
nothing besides the names of some of Mrs Rowe's works; and 
an account that she_was married, and buried her husband and 
father, with wrong dates to each of these events. So that, like 
the rest of Curll's biographical writings, it only informs the pu- 
blic, that he was entirely ignorant of every thing relating to the 
Person whose memoirs he attempted to compose. 
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greater consequence in the same manner, I am ad- 
vised to suffer no friend to take the least notice of 


his collection; and for my own peace, if ever it 
comes in my way, I never intend to see what is in 
it. I have often secured my happiness, by govern- 
ing my curiosity; and Jam sure of doing it in 
this case, because I am so perfectly indifferent to 
the trifles I have writ, and have at present no man- 
ner of ambition, but | 


& Tn rural shades, exempt from care and strife, 
« To lead a calm, secure, inglorious life.“ 

I can look on the various events of human things 
with indifference, as I know I shall very soon quit 
the changing scenes of mortality, and enter on a 
more lasting and important state. | 

I am charm'd with Mr Pope's poem on - a 
in the last edition of his works. I wish I may be 
in the happy disposition to n these lines at 


that final period: 


« The world recedes, it disappears; 
« Heav'n opens on my eyes, my cars 
« With sounds seraphic ring: 
« Lend, lend your wings! J mount, I fy ; 8 
« O grave! where is thy victory ? 
« O death! where is thy sﬆting ?” 


I suppose your Ladyship will not insist on my 
giving up the ghost immediately.—Indeed this is 
not a subject for raillery, nor for superstitous ter” 


ror ; though, perhaps, this last is-the best extreme. 


1 my 


his is 


gs ter” 
reme. 
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J have been RIES over Mr Thomson's Sea- 
sons with a new and truly rational delight. One 


would think you had sat for the picture of the 
spring. The resemblance I found induced me to 


copy it; for drawing is the constant amusement 
of my leisure time. | 


1 am, &c. 


LETTER CXIV. 


To the game. i 
Madam, 


| You have had the prime of my thoughts; and F 


find to my cost, that human intellects are extre- 
mely confined; tis but the same set of images re- 
turn, however various the expression. This is no 
reason, indeed; that all the world should turn 


mutes, for fear of speaking the same words to- 


day that they said yesterday; nor can it give you 


any pretence to be silent, while a thousand novel - 


ties, that rise from the changing humours and 
passions of mankind, supply you with new reflec- 
tions. But for me, who know nothing besides 
what passes in my solitary thoughts, or the differ- 
ent scenes in which the mute creation appears, I 
may be well excus'd from endeavouring to enter- 
tain a person who knows all that passes in the 
polite world. 

Jou will certainly give me whe to be: dull for 

4 
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the future, without such a tedious apology; espe- 
cially when I have nature and necessity to plead. 
in my excuse. However, I do not descend in trifl- 


ing and impertinence with my own approbation, 
any more than with yours; but sometimes *tis to 
avoid the other extreme of appearing too wise or 
too good; which is a sort of ostentation I would 
carefully shun : and yet this perhaps is a criminal 
modesty. One would not think it possible to be 
over- solicitous in providing for an eternal interest, 
or that preparing for a death; bed was a matter of 
less solemnity than dressing for a ball. A person 
that can weep at a tragedy, need not be offended 
at another, for dropping a silent tear in the warmth 
of devotion; nor for listening to a sermon, with as 
great attention as a lover of music would mind an 
opera. 

However, I have no manner of occasion on my 
own account to make an apology for being either 
too wise or too good; if you never find cause to 
reproach me for the opposite extreme, it wall be a 
great happiness for 


Your, 5 


: ET TER CXV. 
T To the game. 
| Madam, 
Ir you knew the sentiments of my heart, you 
would find no reason to complain, You engage 


„ ü , x - 8 


more of my attention than any other earthly thing; 
and if it was possible, I would think of you with 
more indifference: but I have not attained such 

a degree of philosophy as you imagine, nor ever 

hope to reach such a height of mortification, as it 

would require, to break a friendship with one 

of the most generous and agreeable persons on 
earth. * 
It flatters my pride, that you have put me on 
making an apology for my silence; which I al- 
ways thought a great relief to you, though not to 
myself. It was my own happiness that I pursued 
in writing to you, without once presuming it 
could contribute to yours; but nothing will hum- 
ble my vanity, after the obliging reproaches vou 
have made on this occasion. 

Tis making myself a greater compliment than 7 
can make you, when I confess that you have re- 
fin'd my taste into a sort of disgust for every bo- 
dy's conversation but your own ; and I am as care- 
ſul to keep your good opinion, as if my whole 
stock of reputation depended on your censure or 
approbation. However, I must own this attach- 
ment is not voluntary; I am unwilling you should 
have this ascendant over my thoughts, and would, 
if possible, be disengaged from every thing below 
the stars; but there is a sort of fatality in your 
merit, that will always compel the admiration of . 
| Your, &c. | 
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LETTER CXVL 


To the tame. 5 
Madam, 


T wien your happiness, as 1 wish the welfare of 
my own soul; and yet I find a secret pleasure in 
your uneasiness, I am glad you are discontented,, 
and that you have not made this world your rest- 
ing place, but are in pursuit of joys more lasting 
and refin'd. I should be sorry to find you among 
the serene and thoughtless mortals that are con- 
tent with a repetition of the same vanities from 
January to December without the least variety, or 
ever forming a wish for more reasonable and ex- 
alted delights. 

I am forcing che character of à caint on your 
Ladyship in spite of your heart; for I verily be- 
lieve you had not a thought of acquiring that dig · 
nity by any thing in your letter; but I hope and 
believe you will be found in that generous class, 
when all other distinctions of grandeys are for e- 
ver cancell' d. 

I am charm'd with your beautiful dation of 
Lady ——s grotto z. which has given me all the 
pleasure the view of.it could afford, without the 
fatigue of going thither to see it. These intellec- 
tual pleasures are agreeable to my taste, and this 

is a way of being happy, without the toil. that at- 
tends the satisfactions of sense. 
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Tour Ladyship's commands to answer your let- 
ter by the first post, are perfectly obliging ; when 
I delay, 'tis often to avoid being impertinent, and 
for fear you should drop my correspondence, be- 
fore the approach of death shall warn me to send 
you a final adieu. 

Transporting period! when wilt thou appear? 
Thou blissful dawn of that immortal day, 
That ne'er shall see a dusky ev'ning spread 


To veil its light; which ne'er shall need the sun, 
Nor ., nor glimm ring moon to chear its shade: 


Ye * inhabitants of blissful seats, 
Unfold your golden gates, and call me hence: 
Sick of this mortal state, this round of error, 
Of darkness and mistake, I long for rest. 
Perhaps this impatience to retire from this tem- 
pestuous world may be the effect of cowardice. L 
own these public rumours of. war, and nation ris- 


ing against nation, have a dismal prosp=ct.. The 


angel standing in the sun (as he is described in 
the Revelations) seems to be making his solemn 
invitation to all the fowls that fly in the midst of 


heaven, to gather themselves together to the 


supper of the great God, that they may eat the 
« flesh of kings, and the flesh of captains, and the 
flesh of horses, and of those that sit on them.“ 


This invitation has in it a  burpricing, grandeur. 
| Adieu SANS ceremonie. 
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LETTER CXVII. 
To the game. 
Madam, 

Ir you could flatter me, that my resentment would 
give you any uneasiness, I should certainly make 
use of that power to my own advantage, by extort- 
ing longer letters from you. It would make me 
proud, to have the least ascendant over a mind 
like yours; nor would that vanity be without a 
just excuse. 5 

Whatever detriment the public might suffer by 
your absence, I can't help wishing your Ladyship 
sequester'd in some peaceful retreat, for a twofold 
reason; first, that I might hear oftener that you 
are still walking on the face of the earth: and, se- 
condly, that you might enjoy a more reasonable 
happiness. I can easily believe your present situ- 
ation is not the sphere of your felicity. 


TP Quels plaisirs fournissent ces vains entre- 


te tiens, qui consument la plus grande portion de 
« vie? Ces murmurs confus, ces discours super- 


—_— —— 


* What entertainment can these vain conversations afford, | 
which consume the greater part of our lives? these confus'd 
murmurs, these superficial discourses of a company of talkers on 
nothing! these tiresome circles, in which we beg of the sun and 
the rain to supply us with subject? What pleasure can we find 
In these perpetual visits, that almost always equally chagrin 
those who make them, and those who receive them? 7 
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& ficiels, qui excite-une troupe de diseurs de rien ? 
« Ces circles ennuixux, ou Von demande au soleil 
c et a la pluie, de quoi fournir des sujets? Quels 
« plaisirs dans ces visites continuels, presque tou- 
&« jours egalement a la chagrin des ceux qui les font, 
© et ceux qui les recoivent * 

I have been quoting one of Monsieur Saurin? 3 
sermons, and shall not be quite happy till your La- 
dyship has read him; whatever is said of the force 
and beauty of the Roman cloquence, ro will find 

in those discourses. | 
Four Ladyship, I perceive, will not be at lei- 
Sure, this month, to moralize at your hermitage 
on the vanity of human things : but where-ever 
you are, may you be the care of celestial Provi- 
dence. 

I am afraid Mrs 1s really elop'd from mor- 
tals, or that she has made a vow never to mimick 
the despicable figures of the alphabet any more.— 
You would be glad if some other amusement at 
present employed 


Your, &c. 


LET E. cxvim. 


7 Mr Tho. Rowe. 
I snovLD be too vain, if I believed any thing I can 
write could give you half the satisfaction your let- 
ter gave me. Though you have $0 often assured 
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me of the constancy of your affection, I always 
hear the tender protestation with pleasure. I read 
your letter over and over, and grow proud to find 


I have secured the heart of a man of your sense | 
and merit. I shall make it the business of my life 


to ſix your esteem, and think that reward worth 
all my care. 

"Tis with great reason I am more impatient of 
your absence than you can be -of mine. I hope 
not to be disappointed of hearing from you the 
next post; nothing but that can give me any plea- 


sure at this distance from you. Pray be here 


as soon as you can; *till then adieu. May ere- 
ry watchful yg guard you. 


—2—— 


LETTER CXIX. 


To the same. 


I cob not content myself with sending my ser- 


vice to you by Mr ; there was something in 
that so cold and formal, and so unequal to the ten- 
derness I would express, that I resolved to write 


to you, and send you all my soul; but words can- 


Not paint that sincere affection, that amity and just 


esteem, that such merit as yours has inspired. 


However, I would flatter myself that your own 


heart will dictate something of what I would speak, 


LETTER S. _ > 
and inform me with what i impatience you are ex- 
PUT by 

5 Your nu ana . 


LETTER CXX. 


To the game. 


1 r1xD, by your letter, that you are got well to the 
end of your jonrney; in this my prayers were an- 
swered, and may the heavenly guardian still pro- 
tect, and return you again to my wishes. 

In the mean time, I shall give no body occasion 
to make panegyrics on my wit or good humour; 
the little share I have of either, is owing to the 
ambition I have to please you, This gives a sere- 
nity to my thoughts, and a vivacity to my conver= 
sation. If J endeavour to say a fine thing, 'tis on- 
ly to gain your applause; and when you are ab- 
sent, 'tis indifferent to me whether I speak com- 
mon sense or not; all society grows insipid, and 4 
hear nothing that deserves the least attention; even 
the rural scenes fail to please me; the verdant 
shades and flowery fields, since you are gone, have 
lost their charms. | 

Jou flatter my vanity, in writing with so much 
gallantry and politeness; and if making it the bu- 
siness of my life-to be agreeable to the man I love, 
can engage your heart, my happiness is secure. 
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Nor is it possible such merit as yours should ever 
suffer me to grow indievent, 


While life and breath remain ; and cn at last 
T feel the icy hand of death prevail, 

My heart-strings crack, and all my senses fail, 
PI fix thy image in my closing eye, 

Sigh the dear name, then lay me down and die. 


LETTER CXXI. 


To Mrs Sarah Rowe. | 
IT am extremely concerned that my brother Wil 
liam has his health no better than when he was at 
the Bath, and should have been very glad if he 
could have ventured himself in the country. Tho 
I don't see you, the interest and happiness of your 
family is never out of my thoughts. I pray for 
nothing with greater sincerity, than for blessings 
on you and your children; and though the dear 
youti: on whom I placed all my happiness is rent 
from my arms, my future life is devoted to his 
memory, and my spotless vows shall be for ever 
his. My heart bleeds afresh when I name him, 
and tears put a stop to what I would speak. 
: I am, my dear Mother, 
Your, &c. 
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LETTER CXXIL 


WW To the came. 


IAM sorry I have given my dear mother so much 
trouble, as it must be to dispatch so much business 
so soon. I am glad to hear that 1 have money e- 

nough to pay my bills. My wants have been hitherto 
plentifully supplied by the divine Providence, on 
which J desire immediately to rely, without the 
least regard to second causes. I would turn my 
eyes from the whole creation, and direct all my 
expectations to the God before whom my fathers 
have walked, the God that has fed me all my life 


long till now, the angel that has redeemed me 
from all evil. 5 


O who has tasted of nis clemency 
In greater measure, or more oft than 1? 
Which way soe er I turn my eyes or feet, 
see his goodness, and his mercy meet. 
When every comfort on earth fail'd me, he knew 
my soul in its adversity; and was all my support, 
when darkness and despair surrounded me.“ Bless 
| * the Lord, O my soul, and forget not all his be- 
*« nefits ' While I have memory and thought, 
let me not forget his goodness, nor suffer his mer- 
cy to slip one moment from my thoughts. Let 
me remember the vows of my diotress, and per- 
form them to my gracious benefactor. 
I have my health, I thank God, at * _ 
* olume * T N 
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am not half so lean as I was in the winter; but I 


am still persuaded I have not long to * in this 


world. 
.« Oh! if my threat' ning ſins were gone, 
% And death had lost his sting, 
& could invite the angel on, | 
« And chide his lazy wing.” Mr Watts. 


* 


The news of your illness has given me a thou- 


sand melancholy thoughts. May lieaven long pre- 
serve your life, on many accounts besides mine; 
to me indeed it is one of the greatest blessings I 
enjoy: for I feel the ties of gratitude and virtue 
to be as tender and sensible as the strongest ties of 


nature. I hope your next will bring me the wel- 


come news of your perfect recovery, and the 
health of all your family, which is the most ſin- 
cere prayer of, 

| My dear Mother, | 
Tour, &c. 


LETTER CXXIII. 
ON 
To the same, 
My Dear Mother, 


T FEEL exquisite affliction * my brother s illness; 


but 'tis not his interest in this world, nor even his 
life, that gives me the most sensible concern: if 
Heaven gives his mind a relish and disposition for 
immortal happiness, I confess my warmest wishes 


6. a -> «3 — 


if 
r 
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are answered. O may that God, that has been 
your dwelling-place from generation to generation, 
confirm his covenant with the seed of the righ- 


teous; and may you find that treasure you have 


committed to him secured, when the times of re- 
freshing shall come ! Indeed I have no fears left 
on this head, when I consider the souls of your 
children were made the charge of Providence by 
the prayers of their dying father. A just man 
would take the charge of the estate of an orphan 
left to his care, and © shall not the Judge of all 
the earth do right?“ I am satisfy'd, I shall find 
the spirit of my much-loved husband triumphing 
before the throne of God, as soon as my release 
from this tiresome world is signed. 

« O fly, ye ling'ring hours!” 

I dare not persuade my father to change the 
airf nor undertake a journey to London, for feat 
what the consequence may be. Our ways are in 
the hands of God, who prevents, or succeeds our 
designs; there is a determined event to every 
thing, which 'tis not in the power of man to resist. 


These thoughts keep my mind from much anxie- 


ty. There can pass but a few circling years, and 
all will be well; mortality itself is the greatest in- 
cumbrance: but 'twill not be long before these 


walls of separation will moulder into their primi- 


2 Fs 
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tive dust, and v we shall meet in perfect PO and 


joy, 
I am, 7 dear Mother, 


Your, &c. 
— 
LETTER CXXIV. 
To the game. 


T aw extremely concerned to hear that my dear 
mother has not her usual health. It shall be my 
constant prayer, that Heaven may long preserve 
your life, as a blessing to your family, and an ex- 
ample of unblemished piety to all your friends, I 
cannot but hope we shall meet again in this world, 
and please myself with the thoughts of enjoying 
my dear mother the next summer in the country. 
I am else hopeless of seeing you; for the more I 
think, the more I am resolved on an absolute re. 
treat from this world, of whose vanity Heaven 
has effectually convinced me, in the breach of the 
tenderest engagement of life. I have now no fears 
or hopes, that regard this world; and as to the 
next, I thank God, and ascribe it entirely to his 
goodness, all my prospects are gay and transport- 
ing: and 1 am only waiting here, like the hireling, 
for the close of the evening, which is drawing on 
apace, and then I shall ly down to rest. 
Adieu, my dear mother: God Brant you may 


1ay 


| LECOTMA : = Wa” 


be long continend a joy and consolation to all 


your friends, and to none more than to 


Your, W 


1 
LETTER CXXv. 
To the ame. 


Ir I knew any arguments to allay my own grief, 
I would use them with my dearest mother. The 
news of my * brother's death came in a time when 
I was ill prepared for it: but I am persuaded the 
lives we lament are both perfected in immortal 
glory. 
My brother's ill state of health has hung es 
on my soul, ever since he was here. Heaven can 
witness, how often, amidst the watches of the 
night, I have sent up petitions for his eternal wel- 


fare; and I am persuaded the Spirit of God as- 


sisted me with more warm and prevailing argu- 
ments than were usual in other cases to my for- 
mal heart. And amidst all the bloom and gaiety 
of youth, that powerful voice that said © Let 
© there be light, and there was light,” could 
easily, and in an instant, give the soul a disposi- 


tion for immortal pleasure, and the splendour of 


A — 8 


* Mr William Rowe: he died on the game day with Me 
Singer, April 18 ch, 1719. 
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the beatific vision; of which I am fully persuaded 


my much loved brother 1s now possessed. 

E take much more care of my life than 'tis worth, 
on any account but what regards another: for, oh! 
I long to be at rest; tired with vanity and life, I 
would fain ly down in the peaceful solitude of the 


grave; in the grave, where all my earthly joys ly 


buried. 
I am, Ke. 


LETTER CXXVT. 


To the same. 


Your letter, my dear mother, brought me very 


agreeable news, after a thousand fears and anxi- | 
ous thoughts for my poor sister; and I desire to 


Join with you in the most sincere and pious. grati- 


tude to her great Deliverer. God has blessed you 
with children that, in every respect, might be the 
pride and boast of the happiest mothers : and if 
there should have been no allay, your satisfac- 
tion would have been too great for a state 80 un- 
certain as mortal life. Those that are gone, like 
flowers in the spring, appeared, and soon retired 
to the fountain of life and beauty; where you'll 
find them for ever flourishing in the paradise ob 
God. 7 Me 
I am now making up accounts with the young 
gentleman to whom my father was guardian, and 


Wm a few months I hope to be entirely free; and, 


Sv wawy ww WP 


9 
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as to all affairs of this world, to set my house in 
order to die; and oh! that I may be as ready ag 
to my spiritual and great account; and then how 
welcome will my release and long expected freedom 


be, from a life which, though crowned with unme- 


rited blessings, yet at best is but vanity ! But Iam 
on the borders of rest, and the Happy ! are 
almost in sight. 

I have endeavoured to make resolutions of go- 
ing to London this spring; but there still hangs a 
dead weight on my soul, that takes off all the springs 


of action; and 'tis likely my next removal will be 


to the mansions of the dead. There is no sight, 
on this side heaven, more dear to me than that of 
my dear mother; but I dare flatter myself with no 
prospect of happiness on this side che confines of 


paradise. 


1 am, &c. 


LETTER CXXVIL 


&& To A Sarah Rowe. 5 
AFTER I have told you, my dear sister, that your 


brother is well, I have nothing in the world of con- 


sequence to say to you. Perhaps you expect I 


should exguse my silence; but my letter will ef- 
fectually convince you how little you suffer at any 
time by my neglects of that nature; and instead of 
begging your pardon for writing no sooner, I find 
: ; P 4 
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T want all your charity to forgive my writing now. 


I am quite tired with my own dullness ; these for- 


mal sentences will never reach to the bottom of the 
paper. If I should go on after this grave manner, 


you'll be tempted to think I have patch'd up a let- 


ter out of Wit's Commonwealth; but I assure you 


*twill be doing me the last injustice, for 'tis all my 

own, and has put my genius on the stretch too. 
I think V1 talk of love now, for that's my dar- 

ling theme; and I am sure it ought to be yours. 


Now, with the help of a fine quotation, I hope I 
shall fill up the rest of my paper. I can't talk of 


love, without bringing in the country scenes, which 
never fail to indulge the soft passion. | 


<« See what delights in sylvan scenes appear, 
« Descending gods have found Elysium here, 
ie In woods bright Venus with Adonis stray'd, 
& And chaste Diana haunts the forest shade. 
t Come, lovely nymph, and bless the silent hours 
t When swains from shearing seek their nightly bow'rs; 
< When weary reapers quit the sultry field, 
« And, crown'd with corn, their thanks to Ceres yield. 
© Some god conduct you to these blissful seats. 
< The mossy fountains, and the green retreats. 
* Where-c'er you walk, cool shades shall fan the glade; 
<« Trees, where you sit, shall crowd into a hade; 
Where: e' er you tread, the blushing flow'rs shall rise; 
And all things flourish, where you turn your eyes. 


lam, my dear sister, 
l Lour, &c. 


1 
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LETTER CXXVIII. 
To the came. 

Your brother is very devoutly reading Quarles to 
me, and by that, gives me a good excuse to write 
nonsense. We are reduc'd to the last necessity, 
by the want of our things, and Mr Rowe is forc'd 
to read the pamphlets of the last age for his enter- 
tainment. He continues very well, and does not 
complain of the least disorder of his health. We 
are still at Agford, and should taste all delights the 
country scenes affords, if we could meet such 
nymphs as you in every verdant shade to converse 
with; your company would complete the enjoy- 
ment, and give the groves and streams new charms. 
You know, my dear sister, that I am always unaf« 
fected and sincere in these kind of professions. 


„ "Tis not indeed my talent to engage 
In lofty trifles, or to swell my page | 
„With wind and noise; but freely to impart, 
« As to a friend, the secrets of my heart; 
« And in familiar speech to let you know 
« How much I love you, and how much | owe. © 
„ Knock at my heart, for thou hast skill to find 
« [f it sound solid, or be fill'd with wind; (mind.“ . 
“And thro' the veil of words thou view'st the naked \ 


\ 


After all this verse and prose, I hope you'll grant 
I have wrote a long letter; but have a little pa- 
tience, and I'll release you, with my most grateful | 
thanks and sincere duty to my mother, to whom 
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I have too great obligations to be expressed; but 
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all that obedience and gratitude can return, she 
may still command from me. | 


I am, my dear sister, 
Your, &c. 


— 


LETTER CARY. 
To the ame. 
bo! the Spectator had not told me, that the greatest 


friendships are least noisy and talkative, my own 


experience would have convinced me of it. I can't 
tell you, my dear sister, how much I value you, 
without doing violence to my own temper, which 
is extremely reserved in making pretensions of 
this nature; but I must do myself the justice to 
assure you, that absence has not at all lessened 
my esteem for you, though I have been so very 
slow in telling you so. I never wander in these 
charming walks, to indulge a serious thought, but 
I wish you here, and fancy with how much plea- 
sure our conversation might rise from earthly to 
heavenly things, and paint the blissful groves and 
fields of light, where love and sacred . 
reign for ever. 

I hope you have your health better than you had 
in town ; and for your being happy, I don't doubt 
but 'tis the care of Providence to make you so- 
Adieu, my dear sister; and may the light of his 
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countenance, whose benignity is better than life, 
conduct you to immortal joys. 
| | Lam, &c. 
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LETTER CXXX. 


To the came. 
How happy, my dear sister, should I think myself, 
if I could kindle one spark of that heavenly fire 
in your breast, that burns so faintly in my own | 
How blest should I be, to find it in my power 


to help you forward but one step in those sacred 


paths, from which 1 myself ahall, perhaps, for e- 
ver err! 
The gates of hell stand open night and day, 
Smooth the descent, and easy is the way; 
But to ascend, and view the blissful skies, 
There the fatigue and mighty labour lies. 


Tis a difficulty, which in ſome anxious moments 
almost tempts me to yield to my fears, and tame- 
ly give up my title to an immortal crown, and bid 


the fields of light adieu. Thus, © 
By glim'ring hopes, and gloomy ſears, 
We trace the sacred road; 
Thro' dismæ! deeps, and dang'rous snares, 
We make our way to God, 


I might have saved myself, and you, my dear 
sister, the trouble of this letter; but that I should 
not have seen you without some confusion, after! 
have $0 long neglected to write to you; and this 
would have been some allay to the pleasure I pro- 
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mise myself in meeting you again. We shall be 
in London, I hope, next week. I have persuaded 
Mr Rowe to go a fortnight before his time, for 
fear the wether and roads should prove intolera- 
ble. If any thing could make me love the town, 
it would be the tenderness I have for you : my 
manner of expressing it is perhaps too reserved : | 

My words are few, but from an honest heart 

And truth makes up for eloquence and art. 


But the liberty and solitude I enjoy in the country, 
charms me so much, that to gain that happiness I 
could even bid you, my dear sister, farewell, till 
we meet in the realms of uninterrupted peace and 
pleasure. 


I am, &c. 


LETTER XCIV. 


To the SOME. 


* 


1 avs been just taking a solitary walk, and enter- 
taining myself with all the innocent pleasures, that 
verdant shades, painted flowers, fragrant breezes, 
and warbling birds, can yield. If I could commu- 
nicate my pleasure by description, I would call the 
muses to assist me; but I am afraid it would. be 
insipid to you, that are but moderately fond of the 
country ; yet I am sure you would relish any plea- 
sure that heightened your devotion ; and what can 
more effectuaily raise it, than viewing the beauties 


168 
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of Nature? I have been pulling a thousand flowers 


in pieces, to view their elegance and variety, and 
have a thousand times with rapture repeated Mil- 
ton s lines: 


4 These are thy . works, Parent of good, 
& Almighty, thine this universal frame, 
« Thus wond'rous fair; thyself how wond'rous en! 
Speak, ye, who best can tell, ye sons of light, 
4 Angels; for ye behold him.“ — 


They indeed behald the great Original: but it is 


not denied me to trace his footsteps in the flowery 
fields, and hear some faint echoes of his voice, in 


the harmony of birds, or meet his gentle whispers, 


in the softness of the evening breezes; yet this on« 
ly raises my impatience to be admitted to the bliss- 


ful vision of uncreated beauty. 


My soul the most exalted pitch would fly, 
And see him in the heights of majesty. 2 


We shall be in London in a very little time. I 


long to see you, and expect the happy moment 


with the last impatience ; but I own I should re- 
lieh my happiness more perfectly, if we were to 
meet in some rural shade, remote from the noise 
and tumult of the town; but all human bliss must 
have its allay, and we are not to expect unmingled 
pleasures, till we meet in the walks of Paradise. 
Adieu, my dear sister; may angels guard you, 

and Heaven bless vou with perpetual smiles. 
6 e am, &c. 
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LETTER cxXXII. 


To the game. 


Wurx I write to you, my dear sister, I can't for- 


bear talking of what lies nearest my heart, and 
raising a fresh concern in yours, for the loss of 
your charming brother. Since that fatal moment, 
my soul has never known a joy that has been sin- 


cere. I look backward, and recall nothing but tor- 


menting scenes of pleasures that have taken their 
everlasting flight ; and forward, every prospect is 
wild and gloomy. Why was I ever happy ? or 


hy can't I, by any motives of reason, forget the 


object of my care ? that's impossible ! the charm- 
ing form appears forever in my sight, and I half 
deceive myself with imaginary joys ; but when I 
recover from the soft delusion, I grow perfectly 
wild and savage, and fly humankind, because [ 
can see nothing that resembles him; and am dis- 
gusted at every sound I hear, because it does not 


imitate his voice. 
O he was all my soul! wealth, friendship, honour; 


All present joys, and earnest of the future, 
Were all summ'd up in him. 


he inclosed, + my dear sister, is what my me- 
lancholy fancy dictated on the return of the fatal 
day that robbed me at once of all the joys of life; 


— ————————== = — 


17. The poem on the return of the day on wich Mr Rowe 
died, printed in Vol, iii. p. 125. 
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a day that I have for ever consecrated to solitude 
and grief. My constancy to the charming youth, 


glory of my life; and I flatter myself it shall be 
mentioned at my funeral, and writ on my grave. 
I would say more, but my spirits sink too much, 


and tears prevent the rest. IS 
O celestial point, that ends this mortal story! 


LETTER CXXXIII. 
To the tame. 8 
I nave been hearing an anthem extremely well 
sung to a spinet 3 the words were, “ How amia- 
1 MW © ble are thy tabernacles * my soul longeth, yea 
« fainteth for the courts of the Lord.” You may 
much more easily imagine than I can express the 


pleasure of such an entertainment: it has been a 
taste of the joys of immortality. I can think of 


nothing else at present, and so you'll escape being 


teized this time, with what uses to be my eternal 
theme, the groves and flowery fields. But even 


in these there's order harmony. 

What ravishes the soul, or charms the ear, 

Is music, tho' a various dress it wear. 

Beauty is music too, tho' in disguise; 

Too ſine to touch the ear, it strikes the eyes, | 
And, thro' them, to the soul the silent stroke conveys. 


I hope you saw the lights that appeared in the 
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and regard to his memory, shall be the pride and 
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skies last week. You know my temper is soft and 
credulous to the last extreme, therefore it will not 
be hard to you to think what a deep impression 


such an appearance must make on my imagination. 


Those that know more of the course of nature, 


may view these things with less surprize; though 


I confess I saw nothing terrible, but all was glo- 
Tious and extraordinary; and if it was sent as a 


presage, a light so agreeable can fortell nothing but 
happiness and prosperity. My father and all the 


family, wanting my curiosity, went to bed, and left 
nobody but me and my maid to view the wonders 
in the heavens: and in spight of the cold, and my 
own indisposition, I staid till near two o'clock in 


the morning in the 'optn air, while, as far as 1 


know, all the town besides lay drowned in stupid 
slumbers. But I never saw a sight so magnificent 
as the streams of glory that seemed to flow over 
the firmament, just at midnight. With what rap- 
ture, at that silent hour, did I survey the wonders 
of God's power and greatness in the skies! Pwas 
the most agreeable scene my eyes ever beheld : but 


1 hope, one time or other, to see a brighter, at the 


dawn of the eternal morning. But oh ! how long, 
before the day break, and the shadows fly away. 
1 wish,you a thousand blessings, and 
Am, &c. 
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LETTER C. 


.To ths tame. 

Ix I could write to you, my dear sister, aol half 
the pleasure that I could talk to you, you would 
hear oftner from me. There are thousand imper- 
tinent negligent things, which have a very good air 
in conversation, that make but a silly appearance, 


\t when one comes to write them down, and subscribe 
je to them in a format manner. If I was talking to 
ft you, I should, without the least remorse, enter in- 
15 to a panegyric on the art of magic, and tell you 
ny how much I envyed Tasso's Armida, who could 
in in an instant raise gardens and groves by the pow- 
1er of inchantment; while I am forced to wait the 
id slow progress of nature, and the aukward opera- 


tion of human hands. For after all my hopes and 
_ endeavours I have nothing towards a garden, but a 
stone-wall. This dry weather withers every thing, 


A and now the patient people tell me, I can do no- 
ok thing till another spring; as if I was to live to the 
but age of Shallum's mistress in the Spectator. These 
the MW diſappointments are, indeed, trifles in the course of 


life; but yet they ought to produce this serious re- 
flection, that * man gat in a vain abs and dis- 
* quiets himself in vain.” 

I am extremely pleased with the tragedy of the 
Fall of Siam; but am ready, at any time, to re- 


tract my opinion, in deference to the public taste. 
Faun ß, a 
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I am very much obliged to Mr ——, for endea- 
vouring to procure the French Cato for me. If 


he goes to Bath this summer, | hope he'll stay some 


time at Frome; but for the next summer, I have 


no hopes or fears, that concern such a distance of 


time. 

I find 1 had no reason to write in a capital hand, 
for I shall fill up my paper, and leave some imper- 
tinence for the next opportunity. 

Jam, &. 


L ETTER CXXX. 
To Mr W. Rows. 


+ 


Nr heart has charged-you; my dear brother, with 


nothing but what 1s incident to mortality ; with 
nothing but that mutability to which the whole 


creation is subject: and indeed the whole creation 


pleads in your excuse; the changing seasons, and 
Tevolutions of the heavens themselves reproach my 
heart ſor the confidence it placed in vain man. 


| You hardly think the tears are falling from my. 


eyes, as indeed they 2 I am writing in this 
fantastic manner. 

My-$0ull is ill prepared, my diet brother, to see 
you: I know you will recal to my thoughts a thou- 
sand distracting scenes, that I vainly strive to blot 
from my memory; unless you are as much alter- 


WT 


rn + 23G 


ed in every thing, as you tell me you are in your 
teryper, and have lost all resemblance of your bro- 
ther. I am impatient to see you, and yet I can't 
promise myself a moment's satisfaction: my soul 
is so used to melancholy images, that nothing 
chears the eternal gloom. You need not bring a- 
ny new books into the country with you; ; for since 
Mr Rowe's death, all kinds of entertainment are in- 
sipid to me, and I look on every thing below the 
stars with indifference and coritempt. Adieu. 


„ LETTBR-CEEXVL 
5 To the game. 
My dear Brother, 


You are very patient to bear with my FW 


since I can send you no intelligence from wilds 


and deserts, and know as little of this world as 
people who have made their exit from it; which 
makes it very hard for me to maintain a correspon- 


_ dence with any of my friends who are still surviv- 


ing; nor are people very fond of conversing with 
spectres and departed spirits. But there is a sort 
of serious and melancholy pleasure, in fancying 
one's self in à state of separation. As all my joys 
ly buried in the dust, my imagination fixes itself 
with ease on these subjects: nor does the silence 


and solitude which reigns eternally in my chamber, 


2 
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differ very much from that of a sepulchre. How- 
ever, my thoughts are not entirely conſined to those 
gloomy mansions, but sometimes make excursions 
into the Elysian fields and myrtle groves ; 


Where crown'd with flow'rs they rest on mossy beds, 
By crystal streams that murmur thro' the meads. 
No wintry horrors blast the blissful clime, 
But spring erpetual smiles in rosy prime: 
| or woe pollute the happy plains, 
e in eternal triumph reigns, 


But the soothing vision soon disappears, and I re- 
turn to dull mortality again, and eat, and drink, 
and dream successively, with some short intervals 
of reason; which are filled up with impatient 
wishes for the breaking of the immortal day, when 
this low and wretched part of existence shall find 
a period then all beyond is active plexus, ® and 


| undecaying life. 


Adieu, my dear brother: I would willingly flats 


ter myself that I am on the borders of the imma- 
terial world, and shall never see you more, 'till we 
meet above the stars. But oh! may you see 


chousand happy days, and practise the noblest 
| heights. of virtue, when I am released from all the 
. toils and sorrow's of mortality, and gently rest ol 


1 dusty bed. jp | 
Jam, &c. 


'> 
— 
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LETTER CXXXVIL 


To the game. 
My dear Brother, 


You are not more charmed wich your here, thar 


I am to find you pleased with the most noble and 
sublime parts of the new tragedy. Tis true, ac- 
cording to the weakness of my sex, I might have 
been touched with beauties of a more soft and ef- 
feminate nature; but it shews a superior turn of 
mind, to enter into public and generous sentiments, : 
of which you express so just an admiration. _ 
You have. too modest an opinion of yourself, in 
suspecting my friendship; though the tender rela- 
tion I had to your brother is dissolved, a thousand 
other obligations bind me to the interest of your 
family, which no time, nor accident, will have pow- 


er to blot from my soul. While virtue and grati- 


tude are words of sacred importance, I shall never 
lose the remembrance of the series of favours I re- 
ccived from you in my late happy relation. Your 
whole family seemed in a gentle confederacy, how 
to crown my hours with tranquillity and joy.—— 
May that kind and generous treatment I had a- 
mong you, find a full retribution; whatever bles- 
sings Heaven has in store for mortals, may they be 
all yours. | 

For myself I ask nothing, but to e my 
part as soon as possible, and to finish the great a. 


2 


5 
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tion of life with the applause of that impartial 
Judge, who. knows the most secret intentions of 
my soul. a 
But whatever variety of W whatever du- 
ration of being E shall pass, my esteem for you will 
be unalterable; those sparks of amity and benefi- 
cence which heaven has kindled in my breast, can 
never be extinguished; this sacred principle of love 
shall be Nellys 0 in the peacef ul realms. 
of light. 1 
„ When conſtant Faith, and holy Hope shall de, 
« One lost in certainty, and one in joy; 
<« Then thou, more happy pow'r, fair Charity, 
« Trimmphant sister, greatest of the three, 
et Thy- office and thy nature still the same, 
Lasting thy lamp, and unconsum'd wy flame, 
4 Shalt still survive | 
4 Shalt stand before the throne of wars confess'd,. 


4. For ever blecting, and for ever bless 'A. Prior. 
r 
LETTER CXXXVIII. 
b To the ame. 
My dear Brother, | 


Mr friendship for you. burns with. an undecaying 
flame, and is as constant as-the breath. of life; and 
even when that shall cease, and the dust returns to 
its primitive dust, and the spirit to its divine origi- 
nal, this holy passion shall acquire new activity. 

Be assur'd that nathing that concerns yourself 
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can be insignificant to me; if you would but | 
lengthen out your letters, though it were with the 

most trifling things you can invent, twould be a- 
greeable to one that has mae fondest concern for 
you. a 

If you knew the disposition of my heart, you 
would have no reason to make an apology for not 
writing in a more gay and sprightly manner. What- 
ever 15 pensive and serious, suits my natural taste, 
and 1s entirely agreeable to the present glaomy cir- 
cumstances of my life. I am quite tir'd with the 
calin and happy mortals that surround me, and, to 
my great vexation, I can't meet one countenance 
in which there is not an absolute vacancy of thought- 
fulness and care. Tis surprizing, that such serene 
and untroubled stupidity can be maintain d amidst 
all the miseries of mortality. 

« How vain is hope, and how vexatious chought! 
EFrem growing childhood to declining age, 

Ho tedious ev'ry.-step! how gloomy ev'ry nage? 


„This course of vanity. almost complete, 
“ Tir'd in the field of life, I hope retreat 


© In the still Shades of death; for dread, and pain, 
« And grief, will find their shafts- elanc d in vain, 
« And their points broke, retorted ſrom the head, 
, Ie” 
| Prior, 
1 am, &c. 
P. B. E ane to bid the honest man who is to 


ell at your house, knock, if he found the door shut. 
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If that should be the case, I'm sure he'll be guilty 
of no violence, but will return back as innocently 
as any Hottentot just brought out of his native rock. 


I believe he never made any noise since he was 
born. 


LETTER CXXXIX. 


. the game. | 
I HAvx a thousand kind and serious things to say 
to my dearest brother; but oh! in what language 
shall I speak ? Lend me your harps, ye angels, 
and teach me some of the melting notes by which 
you give departing saints a taste of celestial rap- 
tures. e e | 

Such notes as echo thro' the blissful plains, 

When your immortal loves inspire the strains. 
Heavens! that creatures born for infinite things 

should ever trifle ! that beings formed for lasting 
and unmingled happiness, should give up their pre- 
tensions for unsubstantial dreams and on on 
dows ! | ? 

Instead of opening the scenes of paradise, I am 
got into a splenetic reflection on the miseries of 
mortality. —"Pwitlnot be otherwise, while my soul 
wears a mortal frame; but when I have learned 
the songs of paradise, I'll endeavour to allure you 
"from this vain. world to the heavenly regions. 


I have just heard that Mr —— is dead, and 80 


„„ ® 
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suddenly, that he was sitting in his chair with no 
mortal in his room; only his wife heard a dismal 
groan, and running to him, found him speechless, 
and his eyes set in death. His wretched life and 
infidel principles have given my thoughts a very 
melancholy turn, and I have chosen this serious 
moment ta write to my dearest brother. Nor can 
I imagine why the subject should be disagreeable 
to you; to you, I would persuade myself, death 
has nothing in his aspect but smiles and graces. 
And oh! | 

Whene'er thou dy'st, may wb of angels waft thee 

To those smooth joys that have no broken moment, 

1 fancy you look on my letters as constant me- 
mentos of mortality, and open them with as much 
solemnity as you do a sermon stitched in black pa- 
per, with a death's head in the frontispiece. But, 
my dear brother, while mortality hangs about us, 
the solemn truth will return on our memory, what- 
ever pains we take to banish it. 

| I am, & c. 


1—— — 
— — — 


LIET TEN CXA. 

To the ame. 
Epo b. not envy you the pleasure of reading Mr s 
tragedy; but, my dear brother, I confess 1 envy 
him the happiness of having pleased so exacta judge. 
L don't question but ' tis extremely fine, since it has 


* 


* . 
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deserved your approbation. I believe you need 
not be in any pain about the disposal of the au- 
ther's heart; he knows how a heroine should be 
made; and if he does not find real graces, can ea- 


sily supply them out of his own gay im gneton. 


You know a poetic fancy has 


„ Lengths, and heights, and depths lens; 

Broad fields with blooming glories sown, 

& And seas, and skies, and Kars its own, | 
In an unmeazur'd ee = | 

Dr Watts, 


But I fancy, when your turn comes to love, you 


will not be so cheaply provided with materials to 


complete your felicity. But oh © indulge this noble 


delicacy, it may guide you. to perfect happiness. 
For sure the charming passion has a divine origi- 


nal, for God himself is Lode; by him the sacred 
flame was kindled, and ſills the soul with generous 


sentiments and elegant desires; it breaks thro all 


ereated perfection, and keeps on its restless course 
to the first pattern of whatever is excellent or fair. 
Tou see, my dear brother, whether I tread the 


paths to perdition, or those that guide me to the 
stars, Love is the moving principle: Tis so, I am 


sure, when I make wishes for your happiness, and 


pray that every gentle power above may be props 
tous to my dearest ner. 


be; 
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LETTER cxII. 


To the tame. 


Pæanars I treated you with too much i in 
my last; but, my dear brother, you find by it, that 
J believe every thing of you that can be an advan- 
tage to your character, and would faney, that you 
posgess every shining quality that makes you re- 
zemble the object of my fondest thoughts and end- 
less grief; he taught my heart a passion, whose 
nicety and grandeur could not fail of giving my 
future thoughts a sort of serious elevation; while 
o with gratitude I acknowledge the power, and bless 
le che divinity of love. 

$$, When you make- wishes for me again, Ne das 
g. est brother, let not long life be join'd. to the bles-- 
red sings you ask. I am tired with the vanities be- 
Us WF neath the sun; all the pleasures that amuse man- 
kind are but dreams of happiness, shades and fan- 
tastic appearances. You. don't believe me, I 
knoiy 3 but the fatal experiment will. convince you 
of this melancholy truth, within the course of a 
ſew circling years, if Heaven permits you to reach 
them ; 3 if not, when arm'd with virtue, 

What is there in this dreadful. nothing, Death, 
That we: should fear? 

Whatever darkness hangs on the gloomy valley, be- 
jound it ten thousand dazzling scenes arise, more 


beautiful chan =_ visions of Mirza, For 11 Part, 


Ons 
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I set no limits to my expectations, nor restrain my 
fancy from making the' boldest excursions into 
these infinite regions, where I behold beauty in all 
its exquisite variety, and hear the sound of immor- 
tal harmony. 


I walk among the mansions of the Gods, 
The soft recesses, and the blest abodes, 


I am got into the celestial life, and would fain 
forget that I am writing to a beau, a mere terres- 
trial creature. But oh! 


sink at once, and leave the skies! 
How transient are the flights of devotion! ! how 


soon do earthly objects return with all their sedu- 
eing advantages! 


Faint are the efforts of my will, 
And mortal passion charms my zoul astray. 


Adieu, my dearest brother. May Heaven make 


you happy beyond the limits of your own wishes. 


LETTER CXLIL. 


To the Jame. 


You are in the right, my dear brother, in belier- 


ing that I had much rather date my letters to you 
from the morning star, or the argent fields of the 

moon, than from a little village in the county of 
Somerset. Mortality itself, without its attendant 


* 


nt. 
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evils, seems to me a very humbling circumstance; 
and I am delighted with the divines, for giving it 


the reproachful terms of slavery, chains, imprison- 
ment, and every thing hateful to reason and na- 
ture. But since there is no concealing the morti- 
fying truth, without quitting the pleasure of your 


correspondence, I am content you should know, 


that I am still below the stars, confined to these 


dusky regions, breathing the gross element of 


air, and drinking tea instead of nectar, and in- 
cumbered with a body of clay, instead of spark- 


ling in a vehicle of light. I am still no better than 
a wretched mortal, and am forced to content my- 


self with walks of turf or gravel, however ambi- 


tious you think me o setting my feet on the spang- 
led pavement, and tracing the milky way. But 


still my imagination is unconſined, and makes ma- 


ny a gay excursion to the realms of day, wanders 


through the Elysian fields, and reclines beneath 
myrtle shades; where 


On flow'rs repos' d, and with fresh flourets crown'd, 
« They eat, they drink, and in communion sweet, 
« Quaff immortality, and) joy secure.“ 


But the soothing vision quickly takes its light, the 
celestial scenes vanish, and, for an ethereal en- 
largement, I find myself limited to a den, a dwel- 


ling in the dust.: instead of feasting on ambrosia, 


and banqueting with angels, I am reduced to the 
common food of mortals; and, instead of the mu- 


5 
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sic of the spheres, am serenaded with a plough- 
man's. whistle, or some rustic shepherd's jovial 
roundelay. However, I have my share of tran- 
quillity in this stormy world. This low part of 


existence will soon be ended, and all beyond is re- 


ſined and exalted ee A. 


— 


LETTER CXLIII. 


To the ame. 
My Dear Brother, 


You letter has given me a little retich for hfe and 
the world again, which J had entirely lost before. 
Whatever wild ambition craves, or boundless va- 


nity can paint, the splendor of the great, and the 


pleasures of the libertine, had lost their inchant- 
ing appearances; while my gloomy imagination 
fancy'd my dearest brother expiring, and with him, 
all the charms that youth and — fe could 
boast. 
The fairest flow'r (hard fate!) but Blows and dies, 
Does its gay honours to our eyes display, 
And, while we praise its beauty, sinks away. 

Strength of reason, and fortitude of mind! what 
pompous words are these? but how little do they 
signify to a mind so unguarded and effeminate as 
mine? I have a concern for my dearest brother's 


life, which no argument can remove, nor any a- 


musement divert; nothing but silent tears can re- 
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lieve me. Heaven, who knows the cut idola- 
try of my heart, may, perhaps, remove the darling - 


object, and blot every name, but what is divine, 


from my soul. 


I was going to pray for you, but, my dearest 
brother, I know not what blessings to ask: nor 
what would make you happy, that relate only to 


this world; let the ardour of my vows (and lis- 
tening angels can witness how sincere they are) 


let them procure immortal pleasures for you, and 
I shall close my eyes in peace, and thank the pro- 
pitious powers with my expiring breath. Adieu. 


If half my prayers reach the skies, you must, vou 


will be happy. 


Mr has a softer proposal to 2 to you, 
but the truth of this appears 


To none but quick poetic eyes. 


I could not fold up my letter, without inclosing 


Mr Grove's ode on his recovery: the easy harmo- 
ny of the numbers, and exalted piety of the-sen- 
timents, I'm sure, can't fail of pleasing you. 


On the Aurnon's recovery out Sicłneit. 


Mruten April 1717. 
1 3 I. 
Tur, bounteous Author of my days, 
Thee, their restorer, let me praise; 
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Thee, gracious God, who from the gates of death, 
Where I in pensive silence ſate, 
Waiting the dread arrest of fate 
My soul didst save, and snatch my fleeting breath. 


My voice with afaknew faint become, 
And hollow, like the empty tomb, 
Hoarse, and scarcely to be known; 
Strong, and animated grown, EY 
Shall be employ'd to sound thy fame : 
And while in loftier notes I laud that name, 
Which lately I invok'd with feeble cry, 
Rocks, hills, and vales, shall to my song reply. 
| | ES 
Let me remember too, with what surprize 
The sudden darkness veil'd my eyes. 
How «ickly, and how pale the light, 
When death's impending shade, 


Presage of everlasting night, 0 


Had round involv'd my head! 
To heav'n my languid looks I turn'd, 

Nor long my state unpity'd mourn'd : 

Celestial efluence purg'd the gloom away, 

And to my fainting eyes restor'd the day : 
Therefore for thee, my God, these orbs shall roll, 
And to thy radiant seat I'll dart, through them, my soul. 

& | 
Think, vain, fond heart, when on the steep 
Of that tremenduous, boundless deep, 
Eternity, in sad suspence I stood: 
How all my trifling hopes and fears, 
My sensecless joys, and idle tears, 
Vanish'd at prospect of the frightful flood ! ! 
. 
Site life is but a kuddled dream, 
And time a swift, deceitful stream, 


s 
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This vain world a shining bubble, 
Only full of wind and trouble; | 
Yet this, great God, this is the prize, 
For which deluded mortals heav'n despise 5: 
Blinded with passion after this they run, 
And see not, till they see themselves undone... 
| | III. | 
When, Lord, thy hand the sable curtain drew, 
And future worlds disclos'd to view, 
These were my thoughts; and Such are still. 
The lessons of the grave; 
But as the purple channels fill, 
We gayer fancies have; 
The world its former charms puts on, 
And we to doat again are won, 
But, rather than this shameful chase repeat, 
And grossly suffer, having seen the cheat, 
A stranger let me live to fatal ease, 
That greatness may not tempt, wealth shine, r nor . ry 2 7 
| 
Rais'd from my bed, I'll higher rise, 
And springing upward, mate the skies, 
Nor shall this load of flesh restrain my flight; 
So, when the eagle's youth returns, 
With thirst of bold attempts he burns, 
Essays his wings, and tow'ring, mocks the sight. 
II. 
All my past follies be forgot, 
Lost in one universal blot: 
From this ra years begin 
Happy, and unstain'd with sin: 
And as if liſe did now commence, 8 
And nature's beauties now first struck my sense, 
Transported, let me sing from whom I came, 
Admire his works, and praise the faultless frame. 


Volume IV. 
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III. 
My soul, thou source of life, with health inspire, 
And actuate it with thy fire; | 
Let all its pow'rs partake the heat,. 
Imparted by thy love : 
In all a heav'nly vigour beat 
Its ev'ry spring to move. 
If thus my body and my mind 
Shall both thy quick'ning influence find, 
With both thy glory I will strive to raise, 
And to thy service consecrate my days; 
And while this aims at heav'n, that bows to earth, 
Each part will honour 1 and own its several birth. 


Tho- now delay'd, yet . will _— 
By Fate's inevitable doom ; 
When once the destin'd period is mature, 
No pray'rs for respite will prevail, 
That mightiest engine then must fail, 
And'the disease, we slight, despair of cure. 
II. 
SUN, stand thou still, a mortal said: 
The mortal's voice the sun obey'd, 
sudden check'd his rapid wheel, 
On the brow of heav'n's steep hill. 
To double length he stretch'd that day: 
But then, impatient of his longer stay, 
His fall he hasten'd, and withdrew the light: 
So, stopp'd awhile, my sun must set in night. 
Wisely the blessing use, thou must resign; 
The blessing will not long be thine 
Prepare, my soul, for thy remove 
From this frail.house of clay, 


To seats of fadeless bliss above, | * ; 65 ( 
And ever-during day. | 
Death shews not there his meagre face, _ 


And grief's a stranger to the place. 


= 
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No-annahs to record, as here, the time, | | 
The blest preserve; but ever in their prime, 


Let countless ages glide away untold, 


Which witness as they pass, to joys that ne'er grow old. 
D —— 


LETTER CAMIT, © 5 
To the Rev. Mr John Munclley. 


Sir, 


Tax confidence your letter gives me of my bro- 


ther's $ happiness, is all that can support me un- 


der the dismai tidings of his death: I bore the loss 
of my father with much more composure. The 
moment your letter came, I was pouring out all 
the ardour of my soul before God, for my brother's 
life, or a full assurance of his future happiness: 
the last your letter brought me. But, oh! could 
spending the day in tears, or the watches of the 


night in prayers; could my own life have rescued 


him from the grave, I would have given it. I be- 


| heve he died on the same day my father did; and 


now they are met to part no more. 

told my father, two days before he died, of my 
mother's distress, and that she desired his prayers ; 
on which he lifted up his hands, and fixing his 
eyes earnestly toward heaven, spoke these words: 
* God Almighty bless her, and her family; bless 
«© them in their bodies, and bless them in their 


$ Mr William Rowe. 
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& bodies, and bless them in their souls“ And, 
after a long and silent pause, he said again z *© God 
« is faithful, he has. blessed them, and they shall 
« he blessed,” | 

My father left all his estate to me by his will, 
without one legacy to any relation he had, and on 
the outside of his will he set down. this as his rea- 
son; “that he might not straiten me, nor hinder 
“ any kindness that I should design to shew to 
© Mr Rowe's family.” This generous concern 
for them has obliged me beyond all the indulgence 
of his life. 

L am afraid this affliction sits heavy on my poor 
sister; but her brother's resemblance to my much- 
loved husband made him dear to me beyond all the 
ties of nature, and my grief knows no reason or li- 
mits. 

E shall expect you here, ds to your pro- 
mise; if you are so inhuman as to disappoint me, 
it will be the first ill- natured thing I ever knew 
you guilty of; which will vastly aggravate your 
crime. I hope you intend, to make some stay; 
you shall be sure of a sincere welcome to 

Your, &c. 

P. S. The anguish of my heart will not suf⸗ 

fer me to write now to my mother. 
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LAT TIN N 
To 3— 


I navs lately looked over Mr Rowe's Lives of il- 


lustrious Men, and though one of the manuscripts 


is lost, (I need not tell you by whom, ) the princi- 


ples and reflections in them are so just and noble, 


I can hardly, with a safe conscience, suffer them 


to be kept any longer from the world. You know 
Mr Rowe's universal learning and exact judgment 


in every thing that was graceful and elegant in hu- 
man nature or polite writing, and I am sure they 
were wrote with a design to be made public. 
However, I leave it entirely to your discretion, to 
do as you think proper. 
I was extremely surprised at the news of Mrs 
——'$ death. I begin to think I have lived too 
long, and shall see every thing I value rent from 
me. *Tis my greatest joy to think the shadows of 
the evening are lengthening, and that the closing 
part, the last important moment will soon arrive. 
O may my sun set in smiles! | 
Lo! I behold the scatt'ring shades, 
« The dawn of heav'n appears, 
« The sweet immortal morning spreads 
Its blushes round the spheres.“ Mr Watts. 
I am ashamed to send you the following lines; 
but since 'tis in -obedience to your request, you 


will excuse _— talked of dying so of- 


ten, that I can't live much longer with a very good 
K 3 
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grace, and I ought in decency to make my exit, 
after I have so seriously bid adieu to the world. 


On the return of the Day on which Ms Rows died. 


Unnrarey day fot ever now adieu! 
These eyes no more thy rising beams shall view; 
Before the sun its annual course shall roll, 
Immortal light shall open on my soul: 
The years of paradise begin their round, 
Wich lasting flow'rs and endless verdure crown'd, 
In blissful climes where full delights abound 
No more, lov'd youth, the mournful muse no more 
In melting numbers shall thy loss deplore; 
To notes triumphant now I'll tune the lyre, 
And sacred love shall all the song inspire. 


1 hope you are all well, and happier than this 
Lain world can make you. | 


LETTER CXLVI. 
To the came. 


You have flattered me into a better opinion of the 
Letters * than I should ever have had, without 
your approbation. But, oh! be it far from my 
soul, to ascribe any thing to myself; 'tis all receiv- 
ed, and let it be sacred to the cause of Virtue : if 
any language of mine has the power of persuasion, 


may it be devoted to the interest and glory of that 


4 3 cc 
1 Friendabip 3 in Death. 
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great Fountain of all perfection from whom all 
wisdom flows. 88 

I discover so much original folly, such blind- 
ness and inadyertency, that I am fully convinced, 
'tis only the inspiration of the Almighty that 
teaches man effectually to profit. | 


« O «peak! and at the harmony 

« Of thy commanding voice, 
„„ My soul shall kindle into life, 
« And breathe immorcal joys. 


7 N. soft insinuating calls 
« Of Sense will all be drown'd 
& In the superior excellence 
e Of that celestial sound. 


« With deep attention, lo! I stand, 
« Be the creation still, 
« While silently I-wait to hear 
855 The dictates of thy will. 
60 0 wah 1 ! for who can teach like Thee 
«© The uninstructed mind? 


** Whom thou wilt condescend to teach, 
Shall heav'nly wisdom find.“ 


Lady ——, from the first reading, was positive 
the Letters were mine, but I make no serious re- 
ply. I have not sent one present as the author; 
and as I make no confession, but to three or four 
persons to whom I could not help it, I still enter- 
tain some faint hopes, and sincerely desire | may 
not be known. I resolve to guard against deny- 
ing the truth; however, I have no obligation to 
disclose the secret, rather say nothing. But 

4 | 
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J make a very aukward business of it, when ask'd, 


to avoid telling a lie, or owning the truth. , By 


Ms 


s letters, I fancy she thinks you the au- 


thor; you need neither own, nor deny any thing, 


but refuse to answer. Dr Young, I flatter my- 
self, is in perfect ignorance. I could wish I had 
trusted nobody but you in the publication; but 
such a reflection is inconsistent with my principles. 
I believe the minutest circumstances {except sins) 
are ordained by him, by whom the least sparrow 
is not forgotten, nor the hairs of our head unnum- 
bered. 7 

I would not entertain so ill an opinion of hu- 
man nature (however Athiests and Freethinkers 
have degraded it) as to believe it impossible to 
reach a disinterested love and benevolence to man- 
kind: but I have not the vanity to pretend to the 
Heights of charity, and that I had no other motive 
in writing the Letters; yet 'twas, I think, my prin- 
cipal view, remote from any hopes of interest or 


personal reputation. It would indeed have been 


some little entertainment to me, to hear myself 


freely censur'd or approv'd, without any other con- 
cern than that of an author in masquerade. How- 


ever, (if I am detected, ) at worst, I hope I can- 
not be accus'd of vanity, as I have never assumed 
the title of an author, nor presumed to peak, but 
in a personated character. 


If you send one to Mr, let it be ſcom your- 


the weight of death on my soul. 
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sel, and tell him nobody owns the book, and the 


author has no existence. 


I am, with all imaginable sincerity, 
_ Your, &cs 


LETTER CXLVI. 
To the games 


TukRE cannot be a more proper name for all the 


enjoyments of this world, than that of shadows: 
thus they fly away, and leave no traces behind 
them; or if they leave any, perhaps, tis guilt and 


regret, at the reflection on time and advantages 


lost and unimproved. However, I am highly in- 
debted to Lady 


„who was so obliging to come 
and stay here two nights. She filled the flying 
moments with wit and good humour, and laying 
aside the Countess of 


„and all manner of ce- 


remony, gave us no anxiety or trouble, but seemed 
to have a perfect relish of the ease and tranquillity 


of low life. I have just received a letter tnat se 


is got well to Marlborough, and says she will raise 


her hearths and windows, to make her house look 
like mine. 
But in all enjoyments, your danger hangs like 


All my earthly 
happiness seems in suspence by the uncertainty of 


your health I cannot express the tenderness of 


my affection for you, tis the strongest engagement 


- 
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my heart feels to the world. O may that sovereign 
Power who has the springs of nature in his hands, 
spare your life, and crown it with distinguiched fa- 
vours! 

But however that is determined, some of the 


| watches of this night have been employed to beg 


that your evidences for immortal happiness may be 
clear and unquestioned ; that the God of all con- 
solation would make his goodness pass before you, 
and on this side heaven let out one ray of that glo- 
Ty, which (I speak it with full assurance) will o- 
pen in all its splendor on you for ever, when you 
have once passed the gloomy shades of death. O 


may you be refreshed, here below, with the fore- 


tastes of those rivers of pleasure, of which you 
will be swallowed up, in che regions of perpetuil 
Joy © wo Sine "F "Iv lot 
I have more-yeason G feat 
you can have, and yet my hopes are often suppor- 
ed by such thoughts as these, to which I know 155 
will sincerely assent- 4, . 1 8 
Let me serre my God, though chat service 
ce chould never find a reward. Let me love thee, 
ee if that love should never meet a return. Let me 
< employ my life for thy glory, though I am for- 
&« gotten for ever. I would spend my hours of 


mortal life with thee, if I must part with thee 
in that to come. If I should never see the o- 


pen glory of thy face in heaven, I will catch e- 


of my life, and beyond mortality, 


LETTERS. ” 4 


a very glimmering ray that discovers thee on earth. 


« Shouldst thou exclude me-from the general as- 
« 5embly of the church of the first born above, yet 
« ] will love the habitation of thy holiness here, 
« and frequent the place where thy honour dwells.” 

How much do I value your prayers to prepare 


me for that solemn part which I may be soon call- 


ed to act! It is a great satisfaction to my mind, 
to imagine that while I have been asking blessings 
at the throne of mercy for you, perhaps, at the 
same instant, you have been imploring the Al- 


mighty for me, that we may meet in the seats of 


immortal life and pleasure above, and tell to lis- 
tening angels the wonders of redeeming grace to 
worthless, sinful mortals; the charming relation 
will never end, and the miracles of boundless cle- 
mency be for ever surprising and new. 8 


Here is my triumph, here my hopes run high; 
They know no bound, but infinitely free, 
Grasp all a blest eternity contains. 


Assure yourself I shall be to the last moments 


Your, &c. 


— — — 


LETTER CXLVIII. 


7 0 the game. 


*T1s a great satisfaction to me, to find your life is 
till continued, and that there are some smiling 
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hopes of your recovery to your former degree of 
health. Is any thing difficult to the Almighty 
Power? I would fain flatter myself with the hap- 
piness of seeing you once more, on this side the 
stars. And yet there seems something impious in 
such a desire; for while I am persuaded it would 
be infinitely for your own advantage to get free 
from corruption and mortality, why should I envy 
you a state of complete felicity, if indulgent Hea- 
ven should call you away early from these regions 
of sin and disorder? for I make no question but 
death will conduct you safely to the possession of 
immortal Joys ; and I am not without some serene 
expectations myself, and am almost assured we 
shall meet in the triumph of cele:tial blessedness 
and perfection in the next world: 


« Where pleasure rolls in living floods, 
„ From sin and dross refin'd.“ 


| 4 Dr Patte. 

If Heaven should restore you to the prayers of 
your friends, and my, perhaps, too importunate 
desires, I need not say, you would be welcome as 
the light of the sun to one who had long lost it; 
if not, may the light of his countenance, whose 
loving-kindness is better than life, shine with un- 
clouded glories on your soul, and scatter the shades 
before you. 

I forgot to tell you, Lady Scudamore died with 
great composure; and though she was $eiz'd in 
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such a erisis of affairs, as would have engaged a 
mind less pious than her's, she was entirely resign'd. 
and calm; having nothing to do, but to give up 
her soul to the hands of that Redeemer whose name 
she hatl confess'd and ador'd. Let me die the 
death of the righteous, and let my last end be like 
many of my pious friends, wet exit has been ce- 
lestial peace 

J Adieu, may the Aendern God be your portion! 
You will excuse the short unstudy d soliloquy L 


8 have inclos'd.. 
of To him that lov'd, and wash'd me in his blood, 
Who with that precious ransom bought my soul, 
4 My captive soul, from guilt, from death and hell; 
ve From me, and all the favour'd race of man, 
88 From ev'ry tribe and tongue on earth redeem'd,, 
To him be praise, dominion, glory, pow'r ! 
O when shall I begin the endless song, 
Th' immortal strain, and to the golden harps 
Of angels set the blest Redeemer's name ? 
| | When shall I celebrate the boundless praise 
0 


Ot everlasting love? survey the lengths. 
ate The dazzling heights, the wide extended breadths,, 
And still unfathom'd depths of grace divine? 


52 When shall I with immortal rapture gaze 
A On God's unclouded face! see the bright smile 
1050 Of uncreated, ever-blooming beauty, 
un- Ihe fair original of all the charms 

Ades That here below subdu'd my captive sense? 


O when shall I in peace behold thy face, 
ich That face, whose rays shall dissipate the cloud 
* Of mortal guilt and grief? O haste away, 


d in 


* 
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Thou blissful period! fly, ye lagging hours, 
Impatience racks my soul at your delay. 
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LETTER CXLIX. 
To the game. 

You must give me leave, my dear friend, to in- 
dulge myself in the pleasure of writing to you, 
since I do it without the least expectation of a re- 
turn; and indeed I would deny myself this satis- 
faction, if 1 thought it would be troublesome to 
you. 

Your long silence and confinement make me 
look on you like an inhabitant of some superior 
region, and | want to talk to you in the language 
of immortality. But since that cannot be, 1 must 
be content to tell you in a human dialect, how 
much satisfaction I should promise myself in your 
conversation, if it was the will of Heaven to restore 
you to health: the visit of some gentle celestial 
inhabitant would not be more welcome. Indeed 
I can't but flatter myself with prospects of distant 
happiness. after so many instances of the vanity of 
human hopes; and yet 'tis with some caution that 
I renew the pleasing expectation. of your perfect 
recovery, and that your health will be enough con- 
firm'd, to suffer you once more to spend a summer 
in the country, if Heaven continues my life, which, 
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[ hope, will find a period long before you remove 
to the skies. Tis a pleasure to me to imagine, I 
shall greet you a new. come stranger to the imma- 
terial worlds, whose wonders I shall be well ac- 
quainted with,. before you make your first appear- 
ance there. 

But oh; you will there find no greater instance 
of the power of Almighty grace and CO than. 
wil appear in my salvation. 


8- « Great is thy mercy, and my tongue 
0 « Shall its rich wonders tell; 

« For thou hast sav'd my sinking soul 

« From the low depths of hell.“ | | 
ne UW TT” | Dr Watts, 


25 How often do I look back on the snares I have 
de excap'd, and through all the changes of my life see 
ust the dazzling memorials of providential goodness, 
0 dad the humbling instances of my own guilt ! 
dur And yet, with its highest aggravations, I hope my 
os pardon and a full remiss1on is seal'd in heaven; 
stil WY and there are moments,.in which (against all the 
leed contradiction of hell) I dare attest, that in the 
tant WF Lord my Redeemer 1 have righteousness and 
y of strength.“ 

that it is not possible for me to describe what friend- 
rfect ly anguish my soul feels for you; nothing relieves 
CON" ¶ those cares but the prospect of meeting you in an 
nmer happy immortality; and be assur'd that next to-. 


hich 


my own salvation, the most ardent wishes I can 
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make to Heaven, will be for your happiness. 
Adieu, and may you enjoy the light of his coun- 
tenance, in whose presence is fullness of joy, and 
pleasures for evermore. May the God of your 
pious ancestors bless you, and make your ways 
prosperous. May your hopes of glory brighten 
into the clearest evidence, and support you wich 
unutterable consolations. 


( 


— — — — 


LETTER CL. 
To the Rev, Mr Tho. Amory. 


Dec. 10. 

IT would be putting you. on an exploit of perfect 
knight errantry, to desire you to take a journey 
hither, in this unpleasant season. You would 
find occasion to equip yourself with Mambrino's 
helmet, to defend your head from the inclemency 
of the wintry skies. As for Mr Grove, if he 
Should come on victorious over all the giants and 
inchanted castles on the road; if it should happen 
to snow while he was here, he would fancy him- 
self in Lapland, and abhor this place forever. I 
am so sincerely pleased with Mr Grove's company, 
that I should never desire it, *till I thought every 
circumstance would concur to please the delicacy 
of his imagination, on which I know the weather | 


—  8_ Cen 
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has some influence. I would never invite him, 
but when the sun smiles on the gay creation, 


« Restores the leafy honours to the woods, 

« Flow'rs to the banks, and freedom to the floods; 
« While birds on branches perch'd or on the wing, 
« At Nature's joy ful restoration sing.“ 


For this, and two or three other wise reasons, I 
am willing to deny myself the happiness of your 
company till a month or two after Christmas. 

I find I have your leave to make my exit, and 
commence immortality as soon as I please, on con- 
dition PH study divinity in the fields of light, and 
cHe back again to fright people out of their wits, 
and answer cases of conscience. But I am afraid 
ct W my improvements will not be great this way. I 
am for the myrtle shades and rosy bowers : and if 
a silver lute and a celestial song will entertain you, 
Pi! certainly oblige you, if it is in my power, with 
Such melting strains as angels sing to dying saints, 
when they would give them a taste of celestial 
joys': 


Such notes as ad bas? the blissful groves, 
When they describe their own immortal loves. 


LETTER CLI. 
To ibe tame. 
Sir, 
l Have been reading all this morning of the sun, 


and stars, and comets; but I cannot be so vain to 
Velume IV, 8 
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tell you I understood perfectly one line that I read; 


yet the subject has given a sort of elevation to my 


thoughts, and put them in such a kind of dazzling 
confusion, that I'm afraid you'll wish I had writ 
to you, when my genius had been less exalted, and 
more turned to earthly objects. But you may be 
out of pain, for I find conversing with mortal things 
has a pernicious influence : I am already descend- 


ed, and have bid the starry regions adieu. With- 
out raillery, *tis too true, that the mind does not 


long keep its heavenly, which is, indeed, its pro- 
per situation, and where alone it can find rest. 

I spent a few days, since you were here, at Long- 
leate; but though the gardens were in their per- 
fect order and beauty, and looked like paradise re- 
stored, I found greater charms in obscurity and so- 
litude; which I think I should prefer to a public 
life, if *twas on no other view than as a sanctuary 
from the censure of the world, and to be disengag- 
ed from its interest and passions. An unenvyed 
retirement, without standing a competitor for any 
of the advantages that the rest of mankind pursue, 
seems to be the nearest way to peace and happi- 
ness. Like Sancho, in Don John, I cannot rea- 
son long without interruption. 


I am, &c. 


= YY on oo mm. 
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LETTER CLII. 
To the me. | 

Sir, | J 
You have addressed me with as much sole mnĩty 
as if I had been in holy orders. You certainly 
fancied yourself writing to Mrs Drummond ; while 
you know I am so far from assuming those supe- 
rior airs, that I have hardly the confidence to put 
myself in the class of reasonable creatures. All 
the pre-eminence I pretend to is, that I came into 
the world before you; and, according to the pro- 
priety of time and action, hope to leave it first, and 
commence the dignity of a celestial spirit; while 
you are left below, a sober plodding mortal, bles- 
sing yourself in the felicity of a prudent wife, and 
a house full of pretty, tractable children. | 

Your verses contain excellent rules for happi- 
ness; but you find they had not their just effect 
on your fair disciple. One would really think 
mankind under some fatal enchantment, that they 
are resolved never to be happy by rule or method; 
while, as Mr Grove says, 


« Heav'n warns us of the dang'rous road, 
« And would our steps recall; 
« But we must tread, where crowds have trod, 
e And where they fell, we fall.“ 
Mr Pope says justly enough, in his letters, that balf 
the things that employ our heads deserve not the 
name of thoughts; they are rather stronger dreams, 
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impressions on the imagination But I have 
no inclination to be severe on human nature, and 
have still the modesty to put myself in the lowest 
rank among intellectual beings, and nnn to no 
right to censure or dictate. 

I am: impatient to see your sermon; the * title 
has already biassed me in its favour. Falways have 
thought you warm in the cause of Christianty; and 
for your peculiar notions, I am so far from blam- 
ing your frankness and sincerity, that it appears to 


me a beauty in your character. 


Before I had finished my letter, your sermon 
came to my hands; which J have read with great 
satisfaction; and from an implicit believer, it has. 
half made me a reasonable one; which you. will 


chink is a surprising attainment: for 


Your, &c.. 
— — 
LETTER Cin. 
To. 


F wovLD fein persuade you, and flatter myself, that 
my inclinations to solitude are not the effect of a- 


ny sour austerity, or vain ambition of being thought 


wiser or better dun other people. I aspire to no 


g * 
Y * _— * —_— —— * 2 
—— . 


Christ the Light of the world: Or, the principal improve- 


ments made in religion by Christianty, A. sermon * 


Exon, Sept. II, OS 


* 


character above that of a reasonable creature; and 
am content to keep on a level with other indolent 


mortals, who are willing to be quiet and happy on 


the most easy terms they can find. 


It is impossible for me to keep my mind in a 


proper situation in the noise and hurry of public 
diversions. A train, of impertinent images, a suc- 


cession of follies, runs through my imagination. 
My head is a perfect toy-shop, a raree-show; nor 


can I possibly banish from my memory a series of 
troublesome ideas of things to which I am wholly 
indifferent whether they ever had an existence; 


but till the impression is a little effaced by retire- 
ment, these unseasonable vanities will intrude on 


my public and private devotion. 


Frequenting assemblies of pleasure would not 
be the way, as you imagine, to reconcile me to a 
crowd, unless I could find more sincerity practised 
there. People seem, indeed, to meet with an o- 
bliging design to please and entertain one another, 
and you would think the whole world in a league 
of friendship and beneficent offices ; but as soon as 
ever they are parted, the disguise falls off, and the 
latent malignity breaks out in slander or ridicule. 
Whatever pains has been taken by every single 
person to recommend themselves by dress, beha- 
viour, or wit, not one mortal comes away satisfied 
with any thing but himself. One has been too 
pl another too sullen; some are aukward, o- 
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thers hideous; some too old, and others too 


young; and nothing in nature what it should be; 
not a beauty or blemish that escapes censure: 80 
that you would think mankind born in a state of 
hostility with one another, and that the end of 
those public assemblies was to pry into the faults, 
and expose the defects of their own species. 


My letter is of a decent length. 
7 Adieu. 


— u— — 


LETTER CLIV. 


To Mrs Arabella Marrow. 
Madam, | 
I FiND 'tis a hard thing for people that are quite 
out of the world, to converse with those that are 


in it. As J am cut off from the ways of the liv- 


ing, and seem to exist in the state of departed 
spirits, I know not how to entertain my surviving 
friends. News from the dead, I fancy, would 
not be very agreeable to many of them ; especially 
to those that are very well at ease in a state of 
mortality, and have all the gay part of life before 
them. But ah! Madam, how soon will the soft 
deluding vision fly! how s8wiftly will the circling 
vears roll on, and convince you of the vanity of 
all your expectations from this false world ! You'll 
think I am very well at leisure to utter these wise 
maxims: I don't expect you to believe me, but 
upon your on experience. 
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I think a very happy, chat I have writ any 
thing capable of inspiring such noble sentiments 
as those of devotion must be, in a mind formed 
like Mrs Knightly's. I find, Madam, you are a 
little piqu'd that I should think you have no relish- 
but pour les poeries tendres & galantes, Why, to 
tell you the truth, Madam, I fancy people are ne- 
ver wise or deyout in any remarkable degree, till 
they are married; and when once you are entered 
into that sober solemn state, I shall have the same 
charity for you, that I have for other N under 
those grave circumstances. 

As for all the fine things you say of my wit ang 
merit, take it for granted I subscribe to them all, 
and give my full assent to them, and every thing - 
else that can be said to my advantage. I am ex- 
tremely sensible what a loss my retreat is to the 
world, and how much a person of my consequence 
must be missed in it. I am afraid the grass will 
cover the circle in Hyde- park, if I should not make 


my appearance there; and if a tender despair had 


not turned me savage, I should certainly have 
more compassion for mankind, than to hide so 
much merit in the country shades. But where- 
ver Jam, such worth as yours will in possess the 
esteem of 


Jour, &c. 
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LETTER Cv. 


To the game. 

Mr past life begins to appear like a dream to me. 
*Tis so long since I saw any of my friends, that I 
almost fancy I never had any thing but a visionary 
scene of happiness; and I think of Mrs Arabella 
Marrow only as an agreeable phantom, that once 
or twice appeared to me between sleeping and 
waking, and (as the visits of angels are short) the 
gay delusion smil'd, and vanished for ever from 
my sight. 


But if. you are really an inhabitant of this world, 


1 believe, by this time, you are pretty well tired of 
the town, and I expect in your next an account of 


your retreat. There is so little variety in life, and 


the repetition is so dull, that T am always pitying 
people that have a long scene to act, and envying 
those that in a few years finish their part, and re- 
tire. . 1 | 
When I writ to you last, I had resolved to go to 
Bath; but after I had nicely balanced the pleasure 
and the pain, I resolved to bid my agreeable friends 
adieu, and break my engagements with every 
earthly thing. In this humour I can't but repeat 


with constant pleasure the soliloquy of Alcibiades, 


in the Spectator; and then, methinks, my soul 
acquires a sort of celf.sufficiency and independence. 


LETTERS. - 


T'll just invoke the muses to touch the lyre in 
blank verse, and leave you to solace yourself at 
piquet or ombre. 
Appear, ye fairest blandishmnts of sense, 
With all your boasted charms, at once display, 
Whate'er the sun's bright eye, in all his round, 
Since first he journey'd thro' the skies, has seen; 
Ye beauties turn'd to dust, ye triumphs lost 
In long oblivion, put .on airy forms, | 
And in fantastic grandeur now appear, 
That I, at once, may all your charms despise. 
You find J am got above the clouds, and 80 I 
leave you. I hope, from this elevation, you'll take 
it as a great favour, if I subscribe myself 
Your, &c. 


LETTER CLVI. 
| To the game. 
Madam, 
] more this letter will find you in some interval of 
perfect leisure, or else I cannot expect your for- 
giveness for so much wilful and deliberate imper- 
tinence. My thoughts are in such a romantic situa- 
tion in this place, that I am half convinced that 
every thing I see here is inchantment. 1 never 
venture opt of my own apartment with any secu- 
rity of Tl to it again, but lose myself in 
1 Verdant labyrinths and flow'ry mazes; and am of- 
ten reduc'd to enquire of the ſirst intelligent being 
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I subscribe myself 
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that I meet, which is the way into my Lord 


* 


house. But 'tis my consolation, that this gay con- 
fusion of mind is not peculiar to myself; for 1 


can assure you, there are not two people in the 


family that are yet agreed to call any one thing, 
besides the mount, by the same name: what one 


reasonable creature thinks fit to call a parterre, 


another, with a true poetical license, calls a wil-⸗ 


dernes; that which one, without the least hesita- 
tion, terms a green and open square, another, with 
full assurance, affirms to be a close impenetrable 
shade, a retreat from the noon- day sun. Amidst 


this confusion of languages, tis a great delight to 


me, to find everybody in as visionary a disposition 


as myself. Whether we are got into Fairyland, 


or if 'tis the nature of this climate that has lull'd 


us all into a golden dream, is very uncertain; but 


for my part, I am so pleased with the place and 


company, that I am willing to indulge the charm- 


ing madness, without envying the most sedate rez- 
soner on earth. But whether you'll take my word 
or not, *tis certain J am in my right senses, when 


Your, &c. 


CL 


LETTER CLVII. 


To the Same. 
Madam, | | 


I THINK myself very happy in your good opinion; 


MN 5 
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but though I do the utmost justice to my own mo- 
rit, I can't flatter myself that I deserve your e- 


steem.— This sentence looks as if it was borrow'd 


out of the Academy of Compliments; but, with- 
out vanity, I can assure you 'tis my own. 

The news of your illness is a very sensible af- 
fliction to me ; I find my letters are not the only 
mements's you have of mortality. With regard to 
yourself, I think it could be no great disadvantage 
to you to quit the world so early; to die in the 
pride of life, and in all the splendour of youthful 
virtue, has something more glorious in it than to 
lunguish out the dregs of life, in the exercise of 
no virtue but patience. But as you have all the 
gay part of life beſore you, and have some soft 
engagement to this world, I am not surprized 
at the reluctance you find to make such an early 
exit. 

| You would think me too resign'd. in parting 
with my friends, if I should tell you, it is not worth 
your while to make a farther trial of any earthly 
enjoyment z however, your own experience will be 
the strongest conviction z and a few circling years 
will give you a full demonstration of the vanity of 
all your gay expectations from this false world. 
Indeed, I would have you disappointed, and can't 
wish you perfectly happy and at rest here; not 
from any ill. will or malignity in my temper, but 
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for fear i it should stop your pursuit after more last- 
ing and superior joys. 

If T appear more stoical than I ons on this 
occasion, tis because I apprehend you are in no 
danger; and I hope to leave you long behind me, 
possess'd of as much happiness as dreams and 
Shadows can give you. Adieu. " 


— 
LETTER CLVIN. 


To the same. 


— — r . cor SO TP I 


Madam, | 
T am extremely oblig'd to you for the account of 
your travels. A view of those fine prospects in al 
your description, is much more agreeable to my Ml *| 
temper, than being at the pajns of seeing them a- b 
ny other way; while I am persuaded your images n 
of them are more beautiful and entertaining than Ml ” 
the things you describe. or 
My Lady has given me an account of Me n 
s death. She speaks of it in a manner that b 
gives me the highest esteem for her virtue, and i 
the humanity of her temper; to make such just of 
reflections on life and its vanities, in the pride of W 50 
youth, and gayest circumstance of fortune, is very Nea 
uncommon : but nothing gives me a greater opi- Ml gr 
nion of her wit, and the elegance of her taste, than JW au 
the value she has for your conversation. You 
know I am very eincere; as I have no dependence, 


= TW of a 


EETTERS. 29 
I am past all ceremony with the world. Since 
Mr Rowe's death, I have had neither hopes nor 
fears; but am in a state of absolute indifference 
with regard to the events of this world. I have 
ease and plenty to the extent of my wishes, and 
can form no. desires but what my father's indul- 
cence would procure; and I have nothing to ask 
of Heaven beyond the good. old man's life. The 
perfect sanctity of his character, with the benevo- 
lence of his temper, makes him a refuge to the 
widow and fatherless. The people follow him 
with their blessings and prayers, when he goes a- 
broad; which he seldom does, but with a design 
if WW to reconcile some difference, or to right the injur'd 
n and oppress'd The rest of his hours are entirely 
bent in his private devotion, or books, which are 
2 his only diversions. But J forget myself, and ack- 
es nowled ge, it would be more a propas to entertain you 
an vith the charms of some handsome young fellow, 
or the dress and equipage of a beau, than with the 
moral virtues and temperance of hermits and phi- 
losophers. Y 
Lady tells me you are in a constant hurry 
of company in War wickshire. I suppose you do 


of not know that you deserve my compassion; but Þ 
ery can't help bestowing it upon you. With all the 
»pi- Ml graces of your person, the charms of your wit 


aud address, or all hesides that mortality can boast, 
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I would not be in your circumstances. O rather 
„ Bear me, some god, to Hamus' dewy top,” | 


or to Mount Atlas, or to the wilds of Africa, or 
any other savage wilderness on earth! O * | 


/ me 
e Far from the noisy follies of the great, 
« The tiresome farce of ceremonious state, 
et Far from the thoughtless crowd, who laugh and play, 
* And dance and sing, impertinently gay, 
Their short, inestimable hours away !” 


In the humour I am now indulging, you will 
certainly think a desart the most proper place for 
Your, &c. 


LETTER CLIX. 
. n Arias Divas: 


To be delivered to her after my decease. 


How lasting are the ties of reason and virtue 1 
expect to breathe but a few days longer, or, at ut- 
most, but a few weeks, and in dying give you this 
testimony of my friendship; a friendship that | 
am not asham'd to carry with me into the sacred 
regions of light and love. Had my affection been 
founded on any thing but real merit, it must have 
expir'd, at a time when all other advantages are 
insignificant. I find an uncommon pleasure in 
SE | employing some of the last moments of my life in 
conversing with a person of your just sentiments. 
I find a more than ordinary good-will and tendcr- 
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ness for my acquaintance from whom I am now 
parting ; the gentle passions of my soul are all a- 


waken'd, and seem prepar'd for the peaceful regions 


to which I am now going. I have had so many 
symptoms of an apoplexy of late, that I verily be- 


lieve this mortal frame is sinking, and the dust is 


returning to dust from whence it came; but me- 


thinks I feel the nobler powers of my soul 1 


into life and immortality. 


i 
&« Sure there's a life within, that reigns 


« O''er the dull current of my veins; 
« [ feel the inward pulse beat high 
With vig'rous immortality. 
« The soul— tis of the heaw'nly kind, 
« Not form'd of fire, or earth, or wind; 
From all the laws of matter free, 
From all we feel, and all we see, | 
60 She stands eternally distinct, and must for ever be. 


* * * 2 5 * * 
* 1 * . 663 
*—y— 


I. E TT ER CLX. 
To Mrs 


Madan | 
Mr satisfactions in this world ate 9 to very 
narrow limits; and as your letters and essays are 
among those few entertainments, I can't but com- 


plain, that you will not let me see the paper you 
promised to send. 


the reverend Mr - 
you will give my service. 
scenes seem to be the least circumstances of im- 
mortal bliss: but in what its great elevation consists, 
never entered into the heart of man to conceive. 
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The melancholy account you gave me in your 
last letter, of the ill state of your health, gives me 
a great solicitude for you; though EF am convinced 
it yields you a serene and pleasant prospect. I 
never recall your retir'd conversation, in some of 
the charming walks at —, without fancying my- 
self, in that moment, wiser and happier than be- 
fore; but I dare not promise myself a return of 
those satisfactions, till we meet in the ever: blooms 
ing fields of paradise. 


4 — The blissful plains, 


Where Pleasure in its gayest triumph reigns. 
7 Joys ever-young, unmix'd with pain or fear, 


& Fill the wide circle of th” eternal year. 

&« Stern Winter smiles on that auspicious clime, 
«. The fields are florid with unfading prime. 

« From the bleak pole no winds inclement blow, 


&« Mould the round hail, or flake the ſleecy snow; 
« But from the breezy deep the bless'd inhale 


&« The fragrant murmurs of the western gale. 
The firmament with living splendors glows, 
« Aud on immortal thrones the bless d repose.” 


This description I borrowed from Mr Pope; and 
this gay scheme is, I believe, suited to your taste, 
tho” I am afraid it would not be at all agreeable to 
's S2gACUY 3, to whom I beg 
1 confess, these flowery 


Make haste, ye ling'ring hours, 
To bring the promaiv'd joy 4 
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There is no spell confines me to this place, but 
the brevity of human life ! which would have made 


dropt me. I could never have been placed in a 
more vacant situation, without any thing to please, 
b or molest me; which in the conolusion of life is a 
1 great advantage. My principal concern is now, 
f chat I may pass the fatal darkness without conster- 
* nation. | 
I am ignorant whether heavenly or r earthly love 
is at present your governing passion; if the last, 
this grave subject may perhaps come unseasonably, 
and the long life of the happy antideluvians might 
have been a more agreeable theme. | 


* 


— — —— — 


"LETTER cLxI. 


r 
You observe very justly, religion does instruct 


nd 

mankind to act a becoming part in every period 
te, 
W of human life; but still piety looks like a retreat 
wi for declining years, and people seem to be reduced 
— to it as a Sanctuary; goodness then has an air of 


necessity, and does not appear half so free and vo- 
luntary, as in the bloom of life. And this, Ma- 
dam, is the happy season you have chosen to re- 
commend the sacred dictates of Christianity, while 
Volume 5 1 


im- 
ists, 
. 


me content, in whatever spot of earth destiny had - 
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the spirit and gracefulness of youth sets off every 
virtue. Be it easy or severe, 'tis still becoming, 
and attracts the spectator's love and imitation ; it 


strikes the senses, as well as the soul. The hea- 
venly flame mingles with the lustre of the eyes, 
and makes itself visible in the vivacity of a youth- 
ful face. The sanctity of thought reveals itself 


in the modest aspect, the guiltless and unaffected 
smile. The mind, conscious of nothing but good- 
will and gentle dispositions, gives the signal of its 
beneficence by a thousand nameless graces peculiar 
to the advantage of youth and blooming life. 

I have made your compliments to Mrs ——, 
and obeyed your commands, in recommending 


Bishop Hopkin's sermons to her; but to no more 


purpose, than if I had persuaded her to peruse a 
treatise of navigation, She thinks it a greater toil 
to read twenty sermons, than Alexander would 
have had to conquer twenty. worlds, if he had 


known where to find them. A folio of divinity is 


certainly a dead weight in a fine lady's hands, and 
much more heavy and unmanagable than Clelia, 


or any other romance of the same bulk. 


I am, &e. 
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LETTER CLX&II. 
g To Mr —=. 
Sir, ä 
You are too partial to my writings of any kind; 3 
and I am afraid my letters will soon convince you 
how much you have deceived yourself in the value 
you seem to set on my correspondence. My way 
of life is so retired, that I am ignorant of every 
| thing that passes in the busy world, and can inform 
| my friends of no events nor changes, but what oc- 
cur in the rural scenes and the variety of nature. 
y If I live till December, I may be able to inform 
1 you that the waters are turned to ice: or in April, 
e 
A 


that the ground is covered with cowslips and dai- 

sies: but I am not positive that this important in- 
il telligence will very much improve or divert you. 
Id Persons of the greatest merit are generally most 
d diffident of themselves. There can be no other 
is reason for your anxiety in writing to me. Criti- 
ad cism is not my talent, nor inclination; and I am 
pleased that you remember any part of my conver- 
dation that had a tendency to clear me from the 
imputation of such a disagreeable character. The 
beauties of temper and action in human life, de- 
light and charm me; while its blemishes give me 
a very mortifying prospect, especially when I con- 
ider myself liable to the same follies. 


Tour commands to me to write a long letter are 
+ 
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very obliging; but 'tis a happiness for you, as well 
as the rest of my correspondents, that my imperti- 
nence 1s limited by the ste of my paper to pretty 
narrow bounds; and that tis as great a fatigue to 
me to write a long letter, as it would be to you to 
read it. | 

þ am, &c. 


* —— — — — 


LETTER CLXIII. 


. To the dame. 

Sir, | | 
I rave an inclination to write to you, and yet! 
could not have chosen a more unlucky interval. 
My head seems perfectly vacant, without either 
bright or gloomy ideas, void of hopes or fears, 
This seems to be an unhappy, and is perhaps a cri- 


minal insensibility : and I often lament it as one 


of the miseries of mortality, that the mind can 


remain in such an indolence, in the view of things 


of eternal consequence, unmov'd at the uncertain- 
ty of future happiness or misery: while the im. 
portant hour is advancing, that must decide this 
grand event. 

I hope you are, before this, perfectly recovered 
from your indisposition. I have a real sympathy 
with.Mrs for the concern your disorder must 
give her; though, with regard to yourself, death 
can have nothing threatening or gloomy; and such 


8 nail © 


LeTrERS, 299 


early piety 28 yours, generally makes a graceful 
exit, whatever loss the public suffers by it. But I 
hope your life will long be continued an example 
of virtue to an impious age. 

You have favoured 'me with the most aprecable 


employment in the world, to convey your genere- 


sity to Mr ——, There is an exquisite pleasure 
in softening the cares, and supplying the necessi- 
ties of a person of merit; and still the j Joy is heigh- 


ten d, in raising a thought of gratitude in a pious 


mind to the supreme Benefactor; nor can I help 
asking, with a tender surprize, why am I free and 
independent, while one of so much greater virtue 
is straiten'd and depress'd ? 

But who shall ask th? Eternal Ruler, why 

His favours thus unmerited are plac'd? 
Mrs ——' invitation and care for my reception 
is exceeding obliging ; but nothing is more uncer- 
tain than my being in town. I have such an aver- 
sion to every thing that looks like fatigue, and find 
in myself such a. propensity to indulge the tran- 
quillity of my temper, that tis a thousand to one 
if I stir from the place where I am. 

A thousand blessings attend you, | | 
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LETTER CLXIV. 
5 To the game. 

= JO Sir, 1 | 
I gave felt your affliction with all the tenderness 
and sympathy of friendship, and am equally af- 
fected with joy at the news of Mrs s recove- 
ry. TI hope she will long be a blessing to you, and 
a bright example of virtue, in this dissolute age; 
where diversion, and a giddy round of amusement, 
seem to banish every thing that is serious or ratio- 
nal. But satire is not my talent: I am conscious 
of too many follies of my own, to set up for a cen- 


zurer of the manners of the age. However, I can't 
say you have stram'd your charity, 1 in believing that 


I had rather hear the music of the spheres, than 
Farinelli's Cantata's ; and that, of the two, I had 


rather be among the angels, than crowded with the 


peers and peeresses of Great Britain, admizing Mrs 


Porter's graceful action. 


Tis not a very easy transition from Mrs Porter 
to Dr Watts; but I am sincerely glad of his re- 


eovery; but my tranquillity will not be complete, 


*till T hear from you, that Mrs —— is past dan- 


-ger of a relapse, and confirm'd in her health. 


May blooming health still smile upon her face, 
And all the joys that sacred virtue gives, 
Brighten her mind, and crown her future years ! 


You need not make an excuse for sending 2 


speedy answer to any of my letters; it will always 


* 
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be an obligation. Whatever liberties I take, 1 
would not corrupt other people by the example of 


my indolence. 


I find I have a little crampt my genius, for want 
of room; but next time you shall have more white 
paper, if nothing else. 


LETTER CLXV. 
To the dame. 
Sir, , 
Your cob opinion, instead of raising my vanity, 
gives me a secret confusion, while I reflect how 
little I deserve it. Were my mind in that supe- 
rior situation you imagine, I should be very hap- 


py; but your letter (in the most polite manner) 


rather tells me what I ought to be, than what I 


really am; and I hope I shall make that use of it: 


though, as Dr Watts says, pride, that active ini- 
quity, is never at rest; whether I have to do with 
God or man, it besets me on every side. 

However agreeable a retir'd life may be to your 
taste, a person of your good sense and piety will 
be more profitable to the public by an active life, 
Examples of truth and justice are too rare, to wish 
them concealed in an idle retirement. 

Be pleas'd to make my compliments to Mrs, 
and tell her, my being in town is uncertain; but 


i Lam, and have power to follow my inclinations, 


T4 


4. 
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I shall spend some part of my time with her: 


some gentle and. friendly impulse flatters me with 
a great deal of pleasure in her conversation. But 


I would forbid myself expecting any perfect en- 


joyment either from society or solitude. At a dis- 
tance, the sylvan shades seem to be the residence 
of innocence and peace; but in this degenerate 
state, guilt and folly will intrude on the most re- 
tired manner ob, life. And yet L. must own, if 
there is any happiness below the stars, it consists 
in a ſreedom from the hurry and censure of the 
world, where the mind may devote all its bright 
and serene intervals to heaven. > 

How happy is the holy, hermit's lot! 

« The world forgetting, by the world forgot ! 

« Eternal sun-shine of the spotless mind! 

« Fach pray'r accepted, and each wish resign'd ;. 

Desires compos'd; affections ever even, 

« Tears that delight, and sighs that waft to heaven. 


« O Grace divine ! O Virtue heay/nly. fair! 
Divine oblivion of low-thoughted care! 
Fresh-blooming Hope, gay daughter of the &ky ! 
« And Faith, our early immortality! 

Enter each mild, each amicabie guest; 

% Receive, and wrap me in eternal rest!“ 


These lines are borrowed from Mr Pope, and ! 


wish I was sensible of their energy, while I repeat 


them; but I am afraid these choughts are ihre 
f: ights of poetry than devotion. | 


| You need not excuse your want of method; 


Jour fine turn of. tags and casy manner of exe | 
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pression, is vastly n to all the * of 
rules. 


1 am, &c. 
— —— | 


LETTER CLXVI. 
EI To the Jaume. 
THE news your letter brought me of your safe re- 
turn to your family, gave me a sincere satisfaction, 
both on your own account and Mrs 's, whom 


I often remembered with anxiety and compassion, 
considering how the roads were infested with rob- 


bers. I look on your safety as the peculiar care | 


of providence. | 

Tis a sort of mortification to me, to delay writ- 
ing to you a few posts; but I am unwilling you 
should command too much of my attention; for 


after I have writ, I am impatient for an answer. 


Your friendship seems to make a part of my hap- 
piness; but tis a happiness so reſined, that I hope 


it will be immortal. However, I must humble 


your vanity 80 far, as to let you know, I am talk» 
ing the same language to Mrs that I am dic- 
tating to you. Be pleased to present her with my 
acknowledgements for the pleasure her society gave 
me. I am perfectly charmed with her character. 

May heaven assent to your pious wishes for 


me; and grant that I, the least of all saints, may 
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at the last summons, spring triumphant from my 
dusty bed, and be numbered with the glittering as- 
sembly! 3 * 
* There let me vie with all the host, 
« In duty and in bliss; 
« While less than nothing I shall BY | 
« And vanity confess.” Dr Watts. 
This ought always to be in my view; and if you 
knew the natural vanity of my temper, you would 
not say so many fine things that might indulge it. 
However, I would be on my guard, and desire to 
make no use of the partiality of my friends, but 
the interest of religion, and the glory of my Re- 


deemer. | 

T return you my thanks for the sermons you sent 
me; they are worthy of Dr Watt's excellent pen. 
I have just read the Essay on Reavon ; tis writ by 
Mr Harte, and is very fine. Mr Pope's Satire on 
Women is more mild than I expected; and, if well 
used, may reform the gex. 

I must bid you adieu; it will be prudence in me 
to manage my stock of thought, that you may not 
discover the inward vacancy too soon. | 
| May attending angels conduct you in the sacred 
paths of peace and virtue ; 


LETTERS _ 3056 


LETTER CLXVII.. 
To the came. 


« Warn I consider life, tis all a cheat, 

« Yet, fool'd with hope, men favour the deceit, 

« Trust on, and think to-morrow will repay ; 

« To-morrow's falser than the former day, 

« Lies more, and when it says we shall he blest 

« With some new joy, cuts off what we pozscst.” 


Dryden. 
This is the picture of human life ; when we view 
it without a connection to the next permanent 
Scene, past and future pleasures have but an ima- 


ginary being. I have been taking some pains to 


reason myself into a state of indolence, and endea- 
youring to put a full period to all expectations of 
happiness below the stars. All that deserves the 


name of happiness on earth, is that friendly im- 


pression which real merit makes on virtuous minds; 
but that stamp is immortal, and will reach perfec- 
tion in the blissful regions above. 

Your poetical description has set the beauties of 
nature in a full prospect before my imagination. 
I am glad you met with such variety of romantic 
Scenes in your rambles; but the brightest appear- 
ances in nature cannot excite my envy, or raise 
my curiosity. 

By what I've liv'd, I plainly know | 
The total sum of all below. 
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Were I permitted to make my tour among the 


starry worlds, I should leave you very gladly to 


make the best of whatever enjoyment - the sea or 
dry land could give you. 


Don't ask me to meet you at Oxford, that you 


may spare me the pain of a refusal, which will be 
more tormenting to myself than to you. 
| | | 8 


END OF THE LETTERS» 
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M. ELIZ ABTTAH Rowe, not more admired for her fine writ- 
ings by the ingenious that did not know her, than eſteemed and 
loved by all her acquaintance, for the many amiable qualities of 
her heart, was born at llcheſter in Somerſetſhire, Sep. II. 1674, 
being the eldeſt of three daughters of Mr Walter Singer, a gen- 
tleman of a good family, and Mrs Elizabeth Portnell, both of 
them perſons of very great worth and piety. Mr Singer was 
not a native of the town now mentioned, nor an inhabitant, be- 
fore his impriſonment there for his nonconformity in the reign 
of king Charles II. Mrs Portnell thinking herſelf obliged to viſit 
thoſe that ſuffered for the ſake of a good conſcience, as a teſti- 
mony of her regard, not to them only, but alſo to our common | 
Lord, agreeably to the repreſentation he himſelf makes of ſuch 
kind and Chriſtian offices; it was from hence that acquaintance 
firſt commenced between theſe two -virtuous and well-paired 
minds, which afterwards proceeded to 2 union that death alone 
could diffolve, And this it did too ſoon for the mournful ſur vi- 
vor, if the tendereſt affection might be judge, and for the world, 
which can badly bear to loſe any, and much more ſuch eminent 
tramples of virtue and religion in the ſeveral ſcenes and relations 
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of life, Until her death Mr Singer reſided at Ilcheſter, but net 
long after removed into the neighbourhood of Frome in the 
ſame county, where he became ſo well known and diſtinguiſhed 
for his good ſenſe, primitive integrity, ſimplicity of manners, 
uncommon. prudence, adivity, and faithfulneſs in diſcharging 
the duties of his ſtation, inflexible adherence to his principles, 
and at the ſame time truly Catholic ſpirit, as to be held in high 
eſteem, even by perſons of ſuperior rank ; my Lord Weymouth, 
who was reckoned a very good judge of men, not only writing 
to him, but honouring him with his viſits; as did the devout 
Biſhop Kenn very frequently, ſometimes once a week; ſuch a 
charm is there in unaffected goodneſs, and ſo naturally do kind- 
red ſouls, warmed and actuated by the ſame heavenly paſlion, 
and purſuing the ſame glorious end, run and mingle together, 
with the greateſt pleaſure, after they are once acquainted, not- 
- withſtanding any accidental diverſity of ſentiments in ſome imal- 
ler things. 

Mr Singer was Wey inclined, as he ſaid himſelf, when 
about ten years old, and never from that time neglected prayer; 
and, as far as he knew his own heart, had ſincerely endeavoured 
to keep a good conſcience; and he died as he bad lived, April 
18th 1719, full of that bleſſed calm and peace of mind, and hum- 
ble confidence in the mercy of God, through a Redeemer, which 
a long courſe of active virtue, and conſtant lively devotion, join- 
ed with the moſt generous and exalted ideas of the divine good- 
neſs, free from all mixtures of a gloomy, ſullen ſuperſtition, may 
be expected to produce. A worthy and intimate friend of his, 
and witneſs to the heroic and Chriſtian manner in which he fi- 
niſhed life, obſerves, that he ſettled his affairs, and took leave of 
the world with the ſame freedom and compoſure, as if he had 
been ſetting out on a journey ; was peculiarly careful that the 
widows and orphans, with whoſe concern he was entruſted, 
might not be injured after he was gone; converſed, though un- 
der great bodily diſorders, with thoſe that came to ſee him, who 
were not a few, in the eaſieſt, freeſt manner; ſpent his time in 


praiſing and bleſſing God, and praying to him, and giving good 


counſel to thoſe about him ; ſhewed an uncommon ſweetneſs and 


patience in his behaviour; and was exceeding thankful to thoſe 
who did the leaſt thing for him, though they owed him a great 
deal more. In a menforandum relating to her father's laſt fick- 


neſs and death, Mrs Rowe herſelf hath theſe words: My fa- 


« ther often felt his pulſe, and complained that it was ſtill regu- 


: « Jar, and ſmiled at every ſymptom of approaching death : he 
5 would be often crying out, Come, Lord Jeſus, come quickly; 
4 come, ye holy angels, that rejoice at the converſion of a ſin. 


- « ner, come and cqnduct my ſoul to the ſkies, ye propitious ſpi- 
« rits;* and then would add, But thy time,” Lord, not mine, 


. is beſt.“ If I may uſe the expreſſion, how lovely and tempting 


r, the true dignity of human nature, when raiſed and ſupported by 


* the grace of God, and the hope of immortality ! The ſight was 
1. ſo affecting, that # perſon liſted among the free-thinkers of the 

age, as they are pleaſed to compliment themſelves, being preſent, 
en Was exceedingly ſtruck with it, and __ to ſay, « Almoſt thou 
r « perſuadeſt me to be a Chriſtian;“ as every one who rightly 


od conſiders ſuch examples, and how naturally they ariſe out of the 


ri principles of the goſpel, firmly believed, and ſteadily practiſed 


. upon, mult be entirely perſuaded by them; perſuaded to em- 
ich brace it, not merely as a pleaſing imagination, but a moſt ſacred 


. truth, which all that allow it to be the former, have reaſon to 
1 with it may prove; and which no man that wiſhes it to be true, 
17 ſo far as to examine the evidences of it with candour and BOO ay 


TY rity, can pronounce to be falſe. 

8. Thoſe who were acquainted with Mrs Rowe in her childiſh 4 
I; years, could not but have obſerved a great many things not com- 
had mon in that age of life, which promiſed the bright day that af- 
_ terwards enſued ; and it muſt have been with peculiar ſatisfac- 
1 tion, that Mr Singer, in whom parental affection, conſpired with 
. penetrating diſcernment to heighten the pleaſure, beheld the 

early dawnings ef a 9 85 and 425 mind in his .Garming 


daughter. 
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is ſuch a death ! What an inſtance of the power of religion, and 
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When ſhe received the firſt ſerious impreſſions of religion, does 
Dot appear; not unlikely it might be as ſoon as ſhe was capable 
of it, at once perceiving her obligations to the Author of her 
being; and, in the ſame meaſure as her opening reaſon diſcover. 


ed theſe to her, feeling the force of them. A lady of character 


for good ſenſe and piety, who began her life with her, thinks ſo; 
and in one of her pious addreſſes, ſhe herſelf thus fpeaks to God +; 


„My infant-hands were early lift up to.thee, and I ſoon learned to 


« know and acknowledge the God of my fathers.” To this, with 
2 prudent and pious education, the-felicity of her natural diſpoſi- 
tion, under the heavenly influence, conſpired ; for though ſhe had 
an unuſual ſprightlineſs in her temper, which held out to the laſt, 
yet ſhe was at the ſame time bleſſed with a turn of mind to noble 
and elevated ſubjects, that gave her a n reliſh for the pleaſures 
of devotion. 
There is ſo great a dimilitude between painting and ee 

being each of them a pleaſing and judicious imitation of nature, 
and depending upon the beauty and ſtrength of the imagination, 


_ thatit is no way furpriſing, one who poſſeſſed this faculty in ſo 


high a degree of perfection, did very early diſcover an inclina- 
tion to theſe two ſiſter-arts ; which have often the ſame follow. 
ers, perhaps always, the ſame admirers, it having been, I believe, 
ſeldom known that thoſe who have excelled in one of theſe arts, 
have not, at leaſt, had a taſte for the charms of the other, and 
been qualified to judge of its beauties, whether they have _ 
any attempts in it or no. 

She loved the peucil, when ſhe had hardly ſtrength and ſtead 
neſs of hand ſufficient to guide it; and in her infancy (one may 
almoſt venture to ſay fo) would ſqueeze out the juices of herbs 


| to.ſerve.her inſtead of colours. Mr Singer perceiving her fond- 


neſs for this art, was at the expence of a maſter to inſtru her 


in it; and it never ceaſed to be her amuſement at times, and 3 


very innocent one 1t was, until her death. Perhaps (faith an in- 


genious gentleman, who knew her perſectly well) ſhe liked it the 
better for the opportunities it yielded her of Pleaſuring her friend 


+ Devout Exerciſes, p 36. 
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with preſents er the beſt of bur drawings, and b gratifying 
her beneſicent diſpoſition ; for ſhe kept very few of them herſelf 5 
and theſe only ſuch as ws judged wn rn. the IT e of any 


one elſe. 


She was alſo, what every one acquainted with her writings wilt 


ſuppoſe of ſuch a well-runed ſoul, very much delighted with mu- 


fic; chiefly of the grave and ſolemn kind, as beſt ſuited to the. 


grandeur of her ſentiments; and the ſublimity of her devotion. 


But her ſtrongeſt. bent was to poetry and writing. Poetry in- 
deed was her favourite employment, in youth her moſt diſtin- 


guiſhing excellence. So prevalent was her genius this way, that 
her very proſe hath all the charms of verſe, without the fetters 
the ſame fire and elevation, the ſame bright images, bold ſighres, 


rich and flowing dition. She could hardly write a familiar let- 


ter but it bore the ftamp of the poet. One of her acquaintance 


remembers to have heard her ſay, ſhe began to write verſes at 


twelve years old, which was almoſt as ſoon as ſhe could write at 
all In the year 1696, the 22d of her age, a collection of her 
poems on various occaſions was publiſhed at the defire of two 


of her friends, which we may ſuppoſe did not contain all that 


ſhe had by her, ſince the ingenious prefacer gives the reader to 
hope that the author might in a little while be prevailed with to 
oblige the world with a second part, no way inferior to the for- 
The occaſion of her poetical name, Philomela, which from this 


time ſhe was known. by to the world, and whether the aſſumed 


it herſelf, or was complimented with it by her friends, I have 
not been able to learn. The latter is moſt probable, and that it 
was given her at the publication of her poems, before which her 
modeſty not confenting that her own name ſhould appear, this 
was ſubſtituted in the room of it, as bearing a very eaſy alluſion 
to it, and happily exprefling the ſoftneſs and harmony of her vir- 
les, not leſs ſoothing and melodious than the firains of the night- 
gate, when from ſome leafy ſhade ſhe fills the woods with her 
mclancholy plaints, 

Though _ of theſe — are ef the n kind, and all 
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of them conſiſtent with the ſtricteſt regard to the rules of. vir. 


tue; yet ſome things in them gave her no little uneaſineſs in ad- 


vanced life. To a mind that had ſo entirely ſubdued its paſſions, 


or devoted them to the honour of its Maker, and endued with 


the tendereſt moral ſenſe, what ſhe could not abſolutely approve; 
appeared unpardomable ; and, not ſatisfied to have done nothing , 


that injured the ſacred cauſe of virtue, ſhe was diſpleaſed with 


herfelf for having writ any thing that did not directly promote 


it. How were it to be wiſhed, that none of our celebrated poets 
Had any thing worſe to anſwer for than the harmleſs gaieties of 
a youthful muſe, for which too they had atoned by more ſerious 
and inſtructive compoſitions ; or, that after all the guilt they 


had contraQed, by corrupting the manners of the age with their 


looſe productions, they were conſcious but of half the remorſe 
the virtuous Philomela felt, for what no ingenious reader wal 
impute as a reproach to her memory ? 

What firſt introduced her into the notice of the noble family 


at Longleate, was a little copy of verſes of hers, with which they 


were ſo highly delighted, as to expreſs a curioſity to ſee her; and 
the friendſhip that commenced from that time, ſubſiſted ever af- 
ter; not more to her honour, who was the favourite of perſons 
ſo much ſuperior to her in the outward diſtinctions of life, than 
to the praiſe of their judgment and taſte, who knew how to 
prize, and took a pleaſure to cheriſh ſuch blooming worth. She 
was not then twenty. Her paraphraſe of the 38th chapter of 
Job was writ at the requeſt of Biſhop Kenn, who was entertain- 


ed in that family, and gained her a great deal of reputation. 


She had no other tutor for the French and Italian languages, 
than the honourable Mr Thynne, ſon to the Lord Viſcount 
"Weymouth, who willingly took that taſk upon himſelf, and had 
the pleaſure to ſee his fair ſcholar improve ſo faſt under his leſ- 
ſons, that in a few months ſhe was able to read Tasso's Jeruſa- 
Jem with great eaſe. | 

Her ſhining merit, with the . of her perſon and conver- 
ſation, had procured her a great many admirers. Among o- 


chers, it is {cid, the ſamous Mr Prior would have been glad to 


Wea. — 8 8 . 1 
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ſhare the pleaſures and cares of life with her ; ſo that, allowing 
for the double licence of the poet and lover in the manner of ex- 


| preſſion, the concluding lines in his anfwer to the paſtoral on 


love and friendſhip, by Mrs Singer, were not without all foun- 


dation in truth*. She was the nameleſs lady to whom the fol- 


lowing copy of verſes in the ſame author is inſcribed. But Mr 
Thomas Rowe was the perſon reſerved by Heaven to be the 
happy man; both ts be made, and to make happy, 

This gentleman was born at London, April 25th, 1687, the 


eldeſt fon of the Rev. Mr Benoni Rowe, who, with a very ac- 


curace judgment, and a conſiderable ſtock of uſeful learning, 
joined the talents of preaching, and a moſt lively and engaging 
manner in converſation, By both his parents he was creditably 
deſcended ; but, as he had too much perſonal worth to be under 


a neceſſity of borrowing from ſuch foreign aids, ſo he thought 


too juſtly to pride himſelf upon it, being able to ſay with ag 


poet, 
Et genus et un et que 1 non a fecimus 205 


Fix ea' noftra voce. Ovid, 
His ſuperior genius, and inſatiable thirſ after knowledge, made 


themſelves taken notice of, at an age when the generality of 


mankind have ſcarcely outgrown the merely ſenfitive life, He 

was able to read as ſoon almoſt as he could fpeak; had fuch a 

pleaſure in books, as to take none at all in the diverfions which 

children are nn fo fond of; and, when he was rao on 
U 2 


Vie Prior's poems, p. 32. 

J He was the grandſon of William Rowe, Eſq; a gentleman of 
worth and confiderable fate, and Alicia {a lady of difiinguiſted ſenſe, 
beauty, and virtue. Abe of Thomas Scot, Eſq; member of par- 
liament for Aiksbury, in the county of Bucks : and, by, the maternal 
fide, be wwas deſcended from the Rowes of Devon ; ſome account of 
which ancient family is given by Dr Welevood, in bis preſace to the 


fran/lation of Lucan, by N, Rowe, Eq; folie edit P- 8, 
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by his companions, which was but ſeldom, to make one in their 
little parties at play, his unreadineſs and inattention plainly ſhew. 
ed it was not out of choice he engaged, but purely from his good 
nature and complaiſance, to which he ſhould offer too much vio» 
lence, always to deny their importunity. 

He commenced his acquaintance with the claſſics at Epſom, 
while his father refided there; and by his ſwift advances in this 
part of learning, quickly became the delight of his-maſter, a man 
very able in his profeſſion, and was treated by him with a very 


particular indulgence, in ſpite of the natural ruggedneſs and ſe- 


verity of his temper. When Mr B. Rowe removed to London, 
he placed his ſon under the care of Dr Walker, the eminently 


learned maſter of the Charter-houſe ſchool, juſtly famed for the 


great numbers of excellent linguiſts that have received their edu- 
cation in that ancient nurſery of polite literature. He was one 


of thoſe who, the Doctor could eaſily foreſec, would do him ho- 


nour when they ſhould appear abroad in the world, and, we may 
(ſuppoſe, did not pleaſe him the leſs on that account. His exer- 
<iſes never failed of being diſtinguiſhed even among thoſe that 
had the approbation of the maſter, who, when he had finiſhed his 
Pupil in the Latin, Greek, and Hebrew tongues, would fain have 
perſuaded his father to fend him to ene of our Engliſh univerſi- 
tics. But how honourably ſoever Mr Rowe might think of the 


learning of .thoſe noble ſeats of the muſes, net having the ſame | 


advantageous notion of the principles in too much credit there, 
he would by no means truſt a ſon of his hopes in ſuch. hands; 
but entered him at firſt at a private academy in London, and ſome 
time before his death, that he might not want any advantages 
which the molt liberal education could give him, he had deter- 
ained his going to Leyden, for the laſt hand of the great ma- 


ters there. And well did the fruit reward, the expence of the 


culture. For, after having ſtudied Jewiſh antiquities under Wit 
fius, civil Iaw under Vitriarius, the belles lettres under Perizo- 
uius, and experimental philoſophy under Senguerdius; and eſta- 
bliſhed a reputation for capacity, application, and an obliging de- 
Portment, both among the profeſſors and ſtudents; be rcturned 
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from that celebrated mart of learning with a vaſt ' acceſſion of 
treaſure, in books he had purchaſed, and knowledge he had a- 
maſſed, and no loſs in his morals, which he had preſerved as un- 
corrupt as he could have done under the moſt vigilant eye and 
ſtricteſt hand, though left without all other reſtraints dut thus 
of his own virtue and prudence. 

The love of liberty had been always one of Mr Rowe's moſt 
darling paſſions. It was a kind of ideal miſtreſs, to whoſe charms. 
no one ever had a ſoul more ſenſible than his; the generous in- 


clination beat ſtrong in his breaſt, and was not to be extinguiſſi- | 


ed but with the vital flame, In thoſe ſentiments ſo natural to 


him, he was not a little confirmed by his familiar acquaintance 


with the hiſtory, and the noble authors of ancient Greece and 
Rome, whoſe very ſpirit was transfuſed into him, and reſiding 
ſo long in a republic, where be had examples continually before 
him, of the ineſtimable value of freedom, as the parent of induſ- 
try, the nurſe of arts and ſciences, and univerſal ſoyrce of ſocial 
happineſs; this made him, with ſo much anxiety for his native 
country, not very long after his return thither in the year 1708, 
obſerve, that a ſet of wretched principles, deſtructive ol its liber- 
ties and vrelfare, were growing in faſhion under the countenance 


of ſome in power. To theſe he oppoſed himſelf with a zeal, 


which might have had more influence, indeed, in a higher ſphere, 
but could not have been more honeſt and open. Tyranny of all 
forts he moſt ſincerely deteſted, but moſt of all eccleſiaſtical, in 
every ſhape 3 deeming the ſlavery of the mind, as the moſt ab- 
ject and ignominious, ſo, in its conſc quences, more pernicious 
than any other. His Lives will be a glorious monument of his 
love of liberty and public good; to which may be added his. 
Poems, in both which this commendable ardour is very viſible. 


From the ſame cauſe proceeded his attachment to the illuſtrious 


houſe of Hanover, i in which he had the ſatisfaQion to ſee the Pro- 
teſtant ſucceſſion to the Britiſh throne take place before he died, 


leaving the world more willingly, after having been witneſs to 
this happy event, 


K was with Mr Rowe, in reſpect of his 3 avarice, as 
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with thoſe that love money; his deſires after knowledge enlarg. 
ed with his acquiſitions, inſtead of abating. All his morning. 
hours, and a large part of the afternoon, were devoted to ſtudy, 


until the time of his being ſeized with the diſtemper of which he 


died. His library, in collecting which he was aſſiſted by his great 


knowledge of the beſt editions of books, conſiſted of a great num» 


ber of the moſt valuable authors; and as he was making conti- 
nual additions to it, amounted, at his death, to above five thous 
fand volumes. | | | 8 

He was a perfect maſter of the Greek, Latin, and French lan- 
guages, and, which is ſeldom known to happen, had at once ſuch 


a prodigious ſtrength-of memory, and inexhauſtible fund of wit, 


the effect of a lively imagination, as would ſingly have afforded 
a ſtock of reputation for any man to trade upon, and much more 


united. This, with an eaſy fluency of words, the frankneſs and 


benevolence of his temper, a readineſsto communicate of his learn- 
ed ſtore, and a life and ſpirit which nature muſt beſtow, fince it 
can be but poorly imitated, made his company univerſally covet. 
ed and prized by thoſe that knew him. it was impoflible there 
ſhould be a drowſy ſoul where Mr Rowe was preſent; he ani- 
mated the converſation ; every one was awake, and every one 
pleaſed. He had a penetration, and quickneſs of thought, bard- 
ly to be imagined, ſo as upon juſt glancing over an author, to ſee 
to the bottom of his ſentiments. None of the politer kinds of 
learning were neglected by him. He was a good judge in poe- 
tryzand had it in his power to have been himſelf an eminent 
poet: for he had actually the moſt eſſential parts belonging to 


that character; the vivid fire, the rich vein, the copious diction; 
but, as poetry was not his predominant inclination, his genius 
had not all the poliſhing which art and conſtant practice might 


have added to nature. Hiſtory was his favourite ſtudy, for which 


his talents of a vaſt memory, before taken notice of, and an e- 


quiſite judgment, for one of his years, peculiarly qualified him. 
He had formed a deſign to compile the lives of all the illuſtri- 


ous perſons in antiquity, omitted by Plutarch, and for this pur- 


, Folp readthe ancient ² with great'cars: "Nis Gefgn bs 
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ä in part executed. Eight lives were publiſhed ſince his deceaſe, 
by way of ſupplement to that admired biographer; in which, 
, though ſo young a guide, he ſtrikes out his way like one well ac- 
quainted with the dark and intricate paths of antiquity. The 
ſtile is perfectly eaſy, yet conciſe and nervous, the reflections juſt, 
ind ſuch as might be expected from a lover of truth and man- 
kind; and the facts intereſting in themſelves, or made ſo by the 
ſkill uſed in relating them. There is a preface by the reverend 
and learned Mr Chandler, writ after the uſual manner of that 
zgrecable and lively author, with great ſpirit and elegance, and 
worthy of the excellent perſon for whoſe memory he expreſſes ſo 
high an eſteem. He muſt be inſenſible to true merit,” ſaith 
the ingenious prefacer, and to all juſt regards to the public 


re « good, that can look over theſe valuable remains, without find= 
nd « ing in himſelf a due reſpect and efteem raiſed for the author, and 
u- « his own heart inſpired with an increaſing love to the liberties 


> it « and welfare of his country.” Beſides theſe lives, the author 
et had finiſhed and fitted for the preſs the life of Thraſybulus, which 
ere being put into the hands of Sir Richard Steele, for his reviſal, 
mi- was, ſome how or other, unhappily loſt, and could never ſince 
one Wl be recovered. Should this manuſcript be yet in being, Mr The- | 
d- ophilus Rowe, the author's brother, will acknowledge it as a 
ſee very great favour, if the perſon into whoſe hands it is fallen, will 
of de fo good as to return it to him, in order to its being communi- | 
doe - cated to the public The famous Mr Dacier having tranſlated _ | 
nent Wl Plutarch's lives into French, with remarks hiſtorical and critical ; 
; to ll the Abbe Bellenger, * already known,” faith the Journal der 
S:avens, “ in the republic of letters, by ſome works that do him 
* honour,” added in 1734 a ninth tome to the other eight, con- 
liting of the life of Hannibal, and Mr Rowe's lives made French 
by that learued Abhe; in the preface to which verſion he tran» | 
WT {cribes from the preface to the Engliſh edition the character of 
the author, with viſible approbation; and faith the lives were 
written with taſte, though, being a poſthumous work, the author 2 
had not put his laſt hand to it. We may preſume, from the fi- | 
Glity with which the French tranflator follows his original, not Ly 
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omitting the freeſt paſſages, and boldeſt ſtrokes againſt tyranny, 


or any way qualifying or correcting, and expreſſing his diſſent 
from them, that he had no averſion to the author's notions of 
the analienable rights and liberties of mankind. And I muſt own, 
it added not a little to the pleaſure this gave me, to find an ap- 
probation in form under the hand of the perſon appointed by the 
keeper of the ſeals, to read that work. It looks as if there were 
ſome true Frenchmen ſtill in being, the remains of a © gene. 


cc rous race,” to uſe a warm phraſe of Mr Rowe's ||, *“ unde. 


c bauched by Taviſh ſophiſtry, and juſtly ignorant of any power 


e not guided by the laws, and accountable to them.” May Mr 


Rowe.s being made to ſpeak French, be one means of increaſing 
the number, and re-kindling their zeal in the glorious cauſe! 
Being at Bath in the year T70g, Mr Rowe was introduced by 
a gentleman of her acquaintance into Mrs Singer's company, 
who lived in a retirement not far diſtant from that city. The 
idea he conceived: of her from report, and from her writings, 
charmed him ; but when he had feen and converſed with her, he 
felt another kind of impreſſion from the preſence of ſo much beau- 
ty, wit, and virtue; and the eſteem of the theoriſt was convert- | 
ed into the rapture of a lover. During the courtſhip, he writ 3 
poetical epiſtle to a friend that was a neighbour of Mrs Singer, 
and intimate in the family, 1 ſhall take the liberty to quote 1 
few lines out of it, not ſo much for a ſpecimen of Mr Rowe's 
poetical genius (though that appears in them too) as * paſſion- 
ate veneration for Mrs Singer. 


| Youth's livelieſt bloom, a never fading grace, 


= 


And more than beauty ſparkles in her face; 7 
5 3 tþ 

— — : ——ů 
| | 4 
I The life Ariſtomenes, thus faithfully tranſlated in the French = 
Tels ètoient les principes d'un peuple genereux, qui ne v toi 7 
point laiſſè corrompre par de fauſſes ſubtilites, qui n' obè ſſoit poi - 


en Eſclave, et qui ignoroit toute autre puiſſance que celle 4 
Ttoit dirigèe et limitèe par les loix. 
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Yet the bright form creates no looſe defires, 
At ence the gives, and puriſies our fires, : 
And paſſions chaſte as her own ſoul inſpires; 

1, Her ſoul, Heav'n's nobleſt workmanſhip, deſign'd. 

p- To bleſs the ruined age, and ſuccour loſt mankind; 

16 To prop abandon'd virtue's ſipking cauſe, 

re And ſnatch from vice its undeſerv'd applauſe*, 

1 Mrs Elizabeth Singer was married to Mr Thomas Rowe in 

hs the year 17e, on which occaſion a + learned friend of Mr 

ie Rowe's wrote the following beautiful Latin epigram. 

" In neftias TOME Rows et ELISABETY® SINGER, 
WE doctum par uſque tuum, ſocioſque laboret 

by Fabræ et Dacerii, Gallia vana crepas ? 

ny, Par majus gens A ngla dedit, juvenem atque puoilacs, 

the WY. Duos bodie ſacro federe Jjunxit amor. 

gs,  Namque ca que niftri Phebo cecinere docente, 

Jos E xplicuiſſe tuis gloria ſumma foret. 

20 | Thus Tranſlated by a Young Gentleman : 

it 1 On the Marriage of MA TuwomMas Rowe and WC Ecaranzra 

ger, | SINGER, 

te 1 No more, proud Gallia, bid the world revere 

we's Thy learned pair, Le Fevre and Dacierz; 

Bon- Vol. IF. X 


* Thus N was wrote 15 the late ingenious Mr FA Grove. 
But as the death of this gentleman deprived the world of the pleaſure 
of ſeeing Mrs Rowe's life completed by the ſame hand which begun it, 
the editor found himſelf obliged to attempt the finiſping theſe memoirs ; 
« taſt, which, through decent reſpeò to the public, and juſt regard to the 
memory of Mrs Rowe, he undertook with inexpreſſible rel uctance, and 
for which, be cannot be inſenſible, a conſiant ill flate of health is the 
ſmalleſt part of Lis incapacity. 

Et veniam pro laude peto: contentus OUS 
Non faſtiditus ſi tibi leQor exo, * Ovi » 
+. Mr TJabn Ruffel, 5 | 
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Britain may boaſt, this happy day unites 

Two nobler minds in Hymen's ſacred rites 2 

What theſe have ſung, while all th' inſpiring Nine 
Exalt the beauties of the verſe divine; 

Thoſe (humble critics on th' immortal Grain), 
Shall bound their fame, to comntent and explain, 


As Mrs Rowe's exalted merit, and amiable qualities, could 
hardly fail to inſpire the moſt laſting and generous paſſion, Mr 
| Rowe knew how to value that treaſure of wit, ſoftneſs, and vir. 
tue, which the divine Providence had given to his arms in the 
moſt lovely of women, and made it his ſtudy to repay the feli- 
city with which ſhe crowned his life. The eſteem and tender. 
neſs he had for her is inexpreſſible, and poſſeſſion ſeemed ſcarce 
to have abated the fondneſs and admiration of the lover. It was 
ſome conſiderable time after his marriage, that he wrote to her 
a very tender ode, under the name of Delia, full of the warmeſt 
ſentiments of connubial friendfhip and affection; in which the 
following lines may appear remarkable, as it pleaſed Heaven to 
diſpoſe events in a manner ſo * to the wiſhes expreſſed 


in them. 


Long may thy inſpiring page, 
And great example bleſs the riſing age! 
Long in thy charming priſon may'st thou ſtay, 
Late, very late, aſcend the well-known way, 
: And add new glorics to the realms of day! 
At leaſt Heav'n will not, ſure, this pray'r deny 
Short be my life's uncertain date, 
And earlier far than thine the deſtin'd hour of fate ! 
Wuene'er it comes, mayſt thou be by, a 
Support my ſinking frame, and teach me how to die 
Baniſh deſponding nature's gloom, | 
Make me to hope a gentle doom, 
And fix me all on joys to come! 
With ſwimming eyes I'll gaze upon thy charms, 
And claſp thee dying in my fainting arms ; 


/ 


my OW YT 
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Then gently leaning on thy breaſt, 
Sink in ſoft ſlumbers to eternal reſt. 


The ghaſily form ſhall have a pleaſing air, 


And all things ſmile, while Heav'n and thou art there. 


Mr Rowe had not a robuſt natural cgnſtitution, ſo that his in- 
tenſe application to ſtudy might, perhaps, contribute to that ill 
ſlate of health, which allayed the happineſs of his marriage-life, 
during the greater part of it. In the latter end of the year 1714, 
his weakneſs increaſed, and he appeared to labour under all the 
ſymptoms of a conſumption. - This fatal diſtemper, aſter it had 
confined him ſome months, cut off the faireſt hopes of his doing 


great honour and ſervice to his country, and put a period to his 


life, May 13. 1715, when he was but juſt paſt the twenty-eighth - 
year of his age, He died at Hampſtead, near London, where 
he had reſided ſome time for the benefit of the air; and was bu» 
ricd in the vault belonging to his family, in the cemetry in Bu- 
ning fields; where on his tomb are only marked his name, and 
the date of his birth and death. But an inſcription of greater 


| pomp is rendered unneceſſary by the honour Mrs Rowe did his 


memory in the elegy ſhe wrote on his death, which is deſerved- 
I; ranked among the moſt admirable of her poetical works. 

The exquilite grief and affliction Mrs Rowe felt for his loſs, 
is deſcriſed with ſuch beautiful aud unaffected eloquence in 
the poem | have j uſt mentioned, and ſeveral of the letters inſert- 
ed in the following collection, that I ſnall only add on this ſub- 
ject, that ſhe continued to the laſt moments of her life to expreſs 
the higheſt veneration and afteRion to his memory, and a parti- 
cular regard and eſteem for his relations, ſeveral of whom ſhe 
honoured with 2 long and moſt intimate friendſhip. It was al- 
ſo but a ſhort time before her death, ſhe ſhewed how incapable 
ſhe was of forgetting him, by ſheddin 8 freſh tears on occaſion of 
the mention of his name. 6 

It was only out of regard to Mr Rowe, that with his ſociety 
ſhe was willing to bear London during the winter ſeaſon ; and 
as ſoon after has deceaſe as her affairs would permit, the indulged 
| X 2 
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Her unconquerable inclinations to ſolitude, by retiring to Frome 
in Somerſet-ſhire, in the neighbourhood of which place the 
greater part of her eſtate lay. When ſhe forfook the town, ſhe 
determined to return to it no more, but to conceal the remain» 
der of her life in an abſolute retirement; yet on ſome few occa- 
Hons ſhe thought it her duty to violate this reſolution. In com- 
Pliance with the importunate requeſts of the honourable Mrs 


Thynne, ſhe paſſed fome months with her at London, after the 


death of her daughter the Lady Brooke; and on the melancholy 
oetzfion of the deceaſe of Mrs 'Fhynne herſelf, ſhe could not 
diſpute the commands of the Countefs of Hertford t, who ear- 
neſtly deſired her to reſide ſome time with her at Marlborough, 
to ſoften, by her converſation and friendſhip, the ſevere affliction 
of the loſs of ſo excellent a mother: and I think once or twice 
more, the power this laſt lady had over Mrs Rowe, drew her, 
'by an obliging kind of violence, to ſpend a few months at this 
or ſome other of her ladyſhip's country-ſeats. Vet even on theſe 
occaſions, ſhe never quitted her retreat without very fincere re. 
gret; and always returned to it again, as ſoon as ever 'ſhe could 
with decency diſengage herſelf from the importunity of her no- 
ble friends. 
It was in this receſs that ſhe compoſed the moſt celebrated of 
her works, Friendſhip in death, and the ſeveral parts of the 
Letters moral and entertaining. The drift of the Letters from 
the dead, “ is,” as the ingenious author of the preſace expreſſes 
it, © to impreſs the notion of the ſoul's immortality, without 
'« which, all virtue and religion, with their temporal and eter- 


| } Now Ducheſs of Somerſet. | 
* The dates of theſe ſeveral pieces are as follew: Friendſtip in 
death, in twenty letters from the dead to the living, 1728. Letters 
moral and entertaining, in proſe and verſe, Part I. 17 29, part % 
1731 fart 3. 1733. Theſe works of Mrs Rowe were tranſlated 
inte French, and publiſoed at Amfterdam, in the year 1740 in two 
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u nal good conſequences, muſt fall to the ground; and to make 
« the mind contract, as it were, unawares, an habitual perſua- 
« {jon of our future exiſtence, by writings built on that founda- 
« tion, and addreſſed to the affections and imagination.“ It 
may alſo be added, that the deſign both of theſe, and the 
Letters moral and entertaining, is, by fictitious examples of 
-heroic virtue, and the moſt generous benevolence, to allure 
the reader to the practice of every thing that enobles human 
nature, and benefits the world; and by juſt and lively ima- 
ges of the remorse and miſery attendant on vice, to warn the 
young and unthinking from being ſeduced to ruin by the in- 
chanting name of pleaſure; the piety of which deſign is the more 


| worthy of the higheſt panegyric, as it is ſo uncommon in witty 
5 and polite writers. The greater part of the poets of our country 
„ have apparently employed all their wit and art, to diſguiſe the 
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8 native deformity of vice, and ſtrew flowers on the paths to perdi- 
e tion. But this excellent lady, (as was obſerved of an g emirſent 
. genius of the laſt age,) . poſſeſſed ſo much ſtrength and firms | 

| * neſs of mind, and ſuch a perfect natural goodueſs, as could | 
9 not be perverted by the largeneſs of her wit, and was proof | 

| « againſt. the art of poetry itſelf.” For the elegant letters which | 
of gave occaſion to remark this diſtinction in Mrs Rowe's charac- ſ 
he ter as an author, are not only chaſte and innocent, but greatly 1 
m ſubſervient to the intereſt of Heaven, and evidently deſigned, ta i 
ſes by repreſenting virtue in all her genuine beauty, to recommend 8 


3 D4qy 


her to che choice and admiration of mankind. | 
In the year 1736, the importunicy of ſome of Mrs Rowe's ac- 
quaintance, who had ſeen the Hiſtory of Joſeph in manuſcript, 
prevailed on her, (though not without real reluctance, ) to ſuffer 
it to be made public. She wrote this piece in her younger yeafs, 
and when firſt printed, had carried it on no farther than the 
marriage of the hero of the poem; but at the requeſt of her 
friends, (particularly of an 5 illuſtrious lady, to whom ſhe could 
ſcarce refuſe any thing, ) ſhe added two books, to include the re- 
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lation of Joseph's diſcovery of himſelf to his brethren ; the com- 
poſing of which, I am informed, was no more than the labour 
of three or four days. This additional part, which was her laſt 
work, was publiſhed but a few weeks before her death. 

This grand event, to prepare for which ſhe had made ſo much 
the buſineſs of her life, befel her, according to her wiſh, in her 
beloved receſs. She enjoyed an uncommon ſtrength of conſti. 
tution, and had paſſed a long ſeries of years with ſcarce any in- 
diſpoſition ſevere enough to confine her to her bed. But about 
half a year before her deceaſe, ſhe was attacked with a diſtem- 
per, which ſeemed to herſelf, as well as others, attended with 
danger: though this diſorder (as ſhe expreſſed herself to one gf 
her moſt intimate friends) found her mind not quite ſo ſerene, and 
prepared to meet death, as uſual; yet when by devout contem- 
Plations on the atonement and meditation of our bleſſed Re- 
deemer, ſhe had fortified herſelf againſt that fear and diff- 
dence, from which the moſt exalted piety does not always ſe- 
cure in ſuch an awful hour, ſhe experienced ſuch divine ſatisfac- 
tion and tranſport, that ſhe ſaid with tears of joy, „ She knew 
« not that ſhe had ever felt the like in all her life;“ and ſhe re- 
peated on this occaſion, Mr Pope's verſes, entitled, the dyirg 
Cbriſtian to bis foul, with an air of ſuch intenſe' pleaſure, as evi- 
denced that ſhe really felt all the elevated ſentiments of pious ec- 
ſtaſy and triumph, which breathe in that beautiful piece of ſacred 
Poetry. After this threatning illneſs, Mis Rowe recovered ber A 
uſual good ſtate of health: and though at the time of her de- lang 
ceaſe, ſhe was ſomewhat advanced in age, yet her exact temper- and 
ance, and the calmneſs of her mind, undiſturbed with uncaſy 
cares and paſſions, encouraged her friends to flatter themſelves 
with a much longer enjoyment of ſo valuable a life, than it pleat 
ed Heaven to allow them. On the day || in which ſhe was ſeized 
with that diſtemper, which in a few hours proved mortal, ſhe 
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ſeemed to thoſe about her to be in perfect health and vigour; 
and in the evening, about eight of the clock, ſhe converſed with 
a friend with all her wonted vivacity, and not without laughter; 


aſter which ſhe retired to her chamber. At about ten, her ſer- 
it, and found her fallen off the chair on the floor, ſpeechleſs, and 


phyſician and ſurgeon, but all the means uſed were without ſuc- 


1736-7). Her diſcaſe was judged to be an apoplexy. A pious : 
book was found lying open by her, as alſo ſome looſe papers, on 
which ſhe had wrote the following unconneQed ſentences +3 


O guide, and counſel, and protect my ſoul from ſin ? 
O ſpeak, and let me know thy heav'nly will, 
Speak evidently to my liſt'ning ſoul ! 


1 O fill my ſoul with love, with light and peace, 

ew And whiſper heav'nly comforts to my ſoul; 

8 O ſpeak, celeſtial Spirit, in the ſtrain 

* Of love and heav'nly pleaſure to my ſoul! i 
evi Thus it appeared, that in reading pious meditations, or . 


ing devour ejaculations for the divine favour and aſſiſtance, Mrs 
Rowe made the laſt uſe of the powers of reaſon below the ſkies. 
As ſhe was greatly apprehenſive that the violence of pain, or 


x de- langours of a ſick-bed, might occaſion ſome depreſſion of ſpirits, 
mper- nd melancholy fears, unſuitable to the character and expecta- 
ancaly * IP 3 | | 


It contained ſome meditations on religious ſulject:; but the book ts 


the Gout Mrs Rowe at the time of ber death, 


Mo any 27 * ins of them, 


yant hearing ſome noiſe in her wiſtreſs's room, ran inſtantly into 
in the agonies of death. She had the immediate aſſiſtance of a 


ceſs; and after having given one groan, ſhe expired, a few mi- 
nutes before wo of the clock, on Sunday morning, Feb. 20. 


N, and the title of it cannot be exactly remembered by wy who were _ 


f Theſe papers contain a few more lines which 1 have not tranſerib- 
f, becauſe they are fo ill written, (occaſioned, perhaps, by the trembling | 
ber band at the approach of death, ) that it was not poſſible fer me 
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tions of a Chriſtian, it was her earneſt and daily. prayer to Hea. 
ven, as her manuſcript book of devotions informs me, that ſhe 
might not in this manner diſhonour her profeſſion; and to her 


friends ſhe often expreſſed herſelf deſirous of a ſudden removal to 
the ſkies, as it muſt neceſſarily prevent any ſuch indecent beha- 
viour in her laſt moments: ſo that as the ſuddenneſs of Mrs 
Rowe's death muſt be numbered among the many felicities with 
which ſhe was favoured by Providence, it may alſo be interpre- 


ted as a reward of her ſingular piety, and a mark of the divine. 


favour in anſwer to her prayers. 


Mrs Rowe ſeemed, by the gaiety and chearfulneſs of * tem- 


per, to be peculiarly fitted to enjoy life, and all its innocent ſa- 
tisfactions; yet, inſtead of any exceſſive fondneſs for things pre- 
ſent and viſible, her contempt for what ſhe uſed to term a low 
ſtate of exiſtence, and a dull round of inſipid pleaſures, and the 
ardour with which ſhe breathed after the divine enjoyments of a 
future world, were inconceivably great When her acquaintance. 
expreſſed to her the joy they felt at ſeeing her look ſo well, and 
poſſeſſed of ſo much health as promiſed many years to come, ſhe 
was wont to reply, © That ir was the ſame as telling a flave his 
« fetters were like to be laſting; or complimenting him on the 
« ſtrength of the walls of his dungeon.” And the fervour of 
her wiſhes to commence the life of angels, irreſiſtibly broke from 
her lips in numberleſs other inſtances. This ſatiety of all things 
beneath the ſkies, and impatience after the perfect fruition of 


God, might, perhaps, be the occaſion, that in ſeveral periods of | 


her life ſhe had flattered herſelf, that ſhe was near that bleſſed 
ſtate on which ſhe had fixed all her hopes. And, in particular, 2 


little time before her death, ſhe expreſſed to ſeveral of her friends, 
her firm perſuaſion that her continuance on earth would be very | 


ſhort ; but without aſſigning any peculiar reaſon for this opinion. 
I would not preſume to lay any kind of ſtreſs on ſuch ſuppoſed 
preſages ; but as they have already been related to the public, 1 
thought it not proper to omit all mention of them. 

She was buried, according to her requeſt, under the ſame ſtone 
with her father in the meeting-place at Frome ; on which occa- 
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Fon her funeral ſermon was preached to a very crouded auditory, 
by-the reverend and worthy Mr Bowden. Her death was la- 
mented with very uncommon and remarkakle ſorrow, by all who 
had heard of her virtue and merit; but particularly by thoſe of 
the town where ſhe had ſo long reſided, and her moſt intimate 
acquaintance. Above all, the news of her death touched the poor 


and diſtreſſed with inexpreſſible affliction ; and at her doors, and 


over her grave, they bewailed the loſs of their benefactor, pour - 

ed bleſſings on her memory, and recounted to each other the 
gentle and condeſcending manner with which ſhe heard their re- 

queſts, and the numerous inſtances in which they had experience 

ed her goodneſs and bounty, 

In Mrs Rowe's cabinet were found the following letters to ſe- 
veral of her friends, for whom ſhe had an high eſteem and affec. 
tion, which ſhe had ordered ts be delivered to the perſons to 
whom they were directed, immediately after her deceaſe, and by 
their obliging permiſſion I communicate them to the public J. 


Te tb Counteſs of HerTronD þ. 


Madam, | 
Tais is the laſt letter you will ever receive from me; the laſt 


3 | aſſurance I ſhall give you, on earth, of a ſincere and ſtedfaſt friend= 


ſhip. But when we meet again, I hope it will be in the heights 
of immortal leve and ecſtacy. Mine, perhaps, may be the firſt 
glad ſpirit to congratulate your ſafe arrival on the happy ſhores. 
Heaven can witneſs how ſincere my concern for your happineſs 
is; thither I have ſent my ardent wiſhes, that you may be ſecur- 
ed from the flattering deluſions. of the world; and after your pious 
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Beſdes the litters I have here inſerted, Mrs Rowe wrote one ts 
Dr Waits, already printed before ber devotions ; and another to the au- 
thor of theſe memairs, which ſeemed of too 2 tvate a nature to accom- 


any 75 reſt, 
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example has been long a bleſſing to mankind, may you calmly re- 
ſign your breath, and enter the confines of unmoleſted joy. 

I am now taking my farewell of you here, but it is a ſhort a- 
Sous for I die with full perſuaſion that we ſhall ſoon meet again, 
But oh! in what elevation of happineſs! in what enlargement of 


mind, and perfection of every faculty] What tranſporting reflec- 


tions ſhall we make on the advantages of which we ſhall find our- 


ſelves eternally poſſeſſed ! To him that loved, and waſhed us in 


his blood, we ſhall aſcribe immortal glory, dominion, and praiſe, 
for ever. 


This i all my ſalvation, and all my hope! That name in whom 


the Gentiles truſt, in whom all the family on earth are bleſſed, is 
now my glorious, my unfailing confidence; in his merits alone [ 
expect to ſtand juſtified before infinite purity and juſtice. How 
poor were my hopes, if I depended on thoſe works, which my 
own vanity, or the partiality of men, have called good; and 
which, examined by divine purity, would prove, perhapsybut ſpe- 
cious ſins! The beſt actions of my life would be found defective, 
if brought to the teſt of that unblemiſhed holineſs, in whoſe fight 
the heavens are not clean, Where were my hopes, but for a Re- 
deemer's merit and atonement! how deſperate, how undone my 
condition ! With the utmoſt advantages I can boaſt, [ ſhould ſtart 
back and tremble at the thoughts of appearing before the unble- 
miſhed Majeſty — 0 Jeſus, what harmony dwells in thy name! 
Celeſtial joy, and immortal life, is in the found! Let angels ſet 
thee to their golden harps ! let the ranſomed nations for ever 
magniſy thee, 

What a dream is mortal life ! what Gradows are the objecti 
of ſenſe! All the glocies of mortality, my much loved friend, will 
be nothing in your view, at the awful hour of death, when you 
muſt be ſeparated from the whole creation, and enter the bor- 
ders of the immaterial world. | | 

Something perſuades 1 me this will be my laſt farewell in this 
world. Heaven forbid that it ſhould be an everlaſting parting! 
May that divine protection, whoſc care I implore, keep you ſted- 
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faſt in the faith of n and guide wy Laps in _ riet 
eſt paths of virtue 


Adicu, my moſt dear friend, until we meet in the paradiſe ob 
God. 


7 | | c, ELIz. Rows. 


To the Earl of OzRERY, 
My Lord, | 


Tarre ſeems to be ſomething preſaging in the meſſage you or- 


dered me to deliver to your charming“ Henrietta, when I met 


ker gentle ſpirit in the bliſsful regions, which I believe will be 
very ſoon. I am now acting the laſt part of life, and compoſing 
myſelf to meet the univerſal terror with a-fortitude becoming 
the principles of Chriſtianity. It is only through the great Re- 
deemer's merits and atonements, that I hope to paſs undaunted 


through the fatal darkneſs. 


Before him death, the witty tyfane, flics, 
He wipes the tears for ever from our eyes, 


All human greatneſs makes no figure to my preſent apprehen- 
ſion; every diſtinction vaniſhes, but thoſe of virtue and real me- 
rit. It is this which gives a peculiar regard for ſuch a character 
as yours, and gives me hopes your example will not fall ſhort of 
thoſe of your illuſtrious anceſtors, The approaches of death ſet 
the world in a true light; its brighteſt advantages appear no 
more than a dream, in that ſolemn period. The immortal mind, 
perhaps, will quit a cottage with leſs regret than it would leave 
the ſplendour of a palace; and the breathleſs duſt {leep as quiet- 
ly beneath the graſſy turf, as under the parade of a coſtly mo- 
nument, Theſe are infignificant circumſtances to a ſpirit doom- 
ed to an endleſs duration of a miſery or bliſs, It is this import= 
ant concern, my lord, that has induced me to ſpend my time in 
2 peaceful retirement, rather than to waſte it in a train of thought- 


leſs amuſements, My theughts are grown fantiliar with the ſo- 


lemnity of dying, and death ſcems to advance, not as an in- 
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flexible tyrant, but as the peaceful meſſenger of liberty and hap» 


pineſs. May I make my exit in that elate manner thoſe charm- 


charming lines of Mr Pope deſcribe. 


The world recedes, it diſappears; - 
« Heav'n opens on my eyes, my ears 
« With ſounds feraphic ring : 
Lend, lend your wings! I mount ! I fly! 
O grave! where is thy victory ? 
60> death! where is thy ſting ? 


The nearer I am approaching to immortality, the more ex- 


zxenſive and enlarged I find the principles of amity and good-will 
in my ſoul; from hence ariſe the moſt fincere wiſhes for your 
happineſs, and of the charming pledges your lovely Henrietta 
left. Oh! my Lord, if you would diſcharge the facred _ 
keep them under your own inſpection. 
This will not reach you, my Lord, before I am paſt the cere- 
mony of ſubſcribing 
Your humble Servant, 


To My James TarOBALD, 
Sir, 3 
Tax converſe I have had with you has been very ſhort, but I 
hope the friendſhip begun by it, will be tranſmitted to the re- 


gions of perfect amity and bliſs, It would not be worth the 
while to cheriſh the impreſſions of a virtuous friendſhip, if the 


| generous engagement was to be diſſolved with mortal life; ſuch 


a thought wouid give the grave a deeper gloom, and add new 
horrors to thefatal darkneſs. 

But, I confeſs, I have brighter expectations, and am fully 
perſuaded thoſe noble attachments that are founded on real me- 
rit, are of an immortal date; that benignity, that divine chari- 
ty, which juſt warms the ſoul in theſe cold regions will ſhine 
with new luſtre, and burn with an eternal ardour in the happy 
feats of prace and love. 


ELIz. Rows. 
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My prefent experience confirms me in this truth; the pow 
ers of nature are drooping, the vital ſpark grows lang uid and 
faint; while my affection for my ſurviving friends was never 
more warm, my concern for ren happineſs was never more ar- 

dent and ſincere. 

This makes me employ ſome of the laſt part of my time in 
writing to three or four perſons, whoſe merit requires my e- 
ſteem, in hopes this ſolemn farewell will leave a ſerious er 
fion on their minds. | 

1 am going to act the laſt and moſt important part of human 
life; in a little time I ſhall land on the immortal coaſts, where 

all is new, amazing, and unknown. But however gloomy the 
_ paſſage appears, 
« Sweet fields, beyond the ſwelling flood, 
“ Stand drefs'd in living green: 
c So to the Jews old Canaan ſtood, 
« While Jordan roll'd between.“ Dr Watts, 

Nature cannot but ſhiver on the fatal brinks, unwilling to try 
the grand experiment, whilſt the hopes of Chriſtianity alone can 
ſupport the ſoul in this ſolemn criſis. In this exigence the eter- 
nal Spirit whiſpers peace and pardon to the dying faint, through 
the atonement, and brightens the ſhadow of death with ſome 

glimmering of immortal light. | 


Tell Mrs Theobald, I hope to meet her in the ſhining realms 


4 of love and unmingled bliſs ; 
e | 
I « Where crown'd with j joy and ever blooming youth, 
h « The N hours dance on cheir endleſs round.“ 
*  Exiz, Rowe, 
To Mrs SanA RO w. 
y ; | | 
e- My dear Mother, | 
i- I am now taking my final ation of this world, in certain hopes of 
ne meeting you in the next. I carry to my grave my aflection and gra- 
7 titude to your family, and leave you with the ſincereſt concern 


lor jour own happiness and the welfare of your family. May my 
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prayers be "ee when I am ſleeping in the duſt ! O may 


the angels of God conduct you in the paths of immortal glory 


and pleaſure! I would collect the powers of my ſoul, and aſk 
bleſſings for you with all the holy violence of prayer. God Al- 
mighty, the God of your pious anceſtors, who has been your 
dwelling-place for many generations, bleſs you! 

Ic is but a ſhort ſpace 1 have to meaſure; the ſhadows are 
lengthening, and my ſun declining. That goodneſs which has 
hitherto conducted me, will not fail me in the laſt concluding 
act of life; that name which I have made my glory and my 
boaſt, ſhall then be my ſtrength and my ſalvation. To meet 
death with a becoming fortitude, is a part above the powers of 


nature, and which I can perform by no power or holinefs of my 


own; for oh! in my beſt eſtate I am altogether vanity; a 
wretched, helpleſs ſinner : but in the merits and perfe& righ- 
teouſneſs of God my Saviour, I hope to appear juſtified at the 
Wan tribunal, where I muſt ſhortly ſtand to be judged. 
FE. Rows. 
Since Mrs Rowe s death, agreeably to her requeſt, the reve- 
rend Dr Watts has reviſed and publiſhed her devotions, under 
the title of Devout Exerciſes of the Heart, &c. In which, if ſome 
expreſſions (as the ingenious editor obſerves, and Mrs Rowe 


herſelf was not inſenſible) may ſeem a little too rapturous; a 


juſt regard to the ſex, and particular genius of the author, will 


prevail for a gentle cenſure. It could ſcarce be expected that a 


lady ſhould he verſed in the art of ſtrict reaſoning : and it ought 
to be eaſily forgiven, if ſhe wrote on religious ſubjects, even in 


proſe, rather with the fire and bold licence of a poet, than the 


accuracy of a divine and a philoſopher. It may alſo be added, 
that many of theſe exerciſes of piety. were the productions of 
youth; and all of chem, at firſt, compoſed only to aſſiſt her own 
private devotion, and improvement in virtue, though ſhe after- 
wards thought fit to order them for public view after her de- 
ceaſe, in purſuance of the following vow f. 


— — D 


1 Taken {rom the author's manuſcript, 
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April 20th 1735. 

« My father's God; if £ thou wilt now ſpeedily deliver me; and 
« ſend me an anſwer of peace, then 1 will record thy ſeveral 
« mercies, and leave the catalogue as a teſtimony of thy truth, 
« and a ſeal to the veracity of the ſcripture promiſes; and leave 
d jt with a charge to be publiſhed to thy honour at my death, 
« that ages yet unborn may riſe up and bleſs thee, and truſt in 
« thy word.” | 

The miſcellaneous pieces that compoſe the following collee- 
tion, were written in various periods of Mrs Rowe's life, and are 
communicated to the world, in obedience te her commands, de- 
livered to me ſince her deceaſe. * She had no other view in 
« their publication,” to uſe the words of the letter in which ſhe- 
intruſted them to my care, but the profit or innocent enter- 
« tainment of the reader, 1 hope,” continues ſhe, © all my pre- | 
0 « ſent deſign is abſtractly the intereſt of virtue; for a reputation 
among mortals is à very inſignificant thing, to one who hopes, 
« before theſe papers are publiſhed, to be above their cenſure or 
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_ « applauſe, and to receive the approbation of the ſupreme Judge: 
er ee but if they may be any advantage to the cauſe of virtue, it 
* * will be a great ſatisfaction to me.“ To the papers now firſt 
ve printed from the author's manuſcripts, I have judged it proper to 
a prefix the poems ſhe permitted, in her life time, to be inſerted in 
ill the 17;/ce/lanies : ſo that theſe volumes, with her ' Zetters, the 


* Hiſory of Foſeph, and her Devotions, may be reckoned to com- 


ht plete her works. For the ſmall collection in verſe, written in 
in ber youth, when ſhe was at a boarding ſchool in the country, or 
he ſoon after leaving it, appeared rather ſuch as might be expected 
d, from this early ſeaſon, and diſadvantageous fituation in life, than 
of lit to accompany the productions of her maturer years; nor could 
ia V without violating the reſpect due to Mrs Rowe, endeavour to 
er- revive the memory of her firſt attempts in poetry, which, as ju- 
de- ventile follies, Me thought only worthy of perpetual oblivion. 
It is alſo by Mrs Rowe's order, that this edition of her remains 
— 


6 enlar ged with ſome ſelect poems on ſeveral occaſions, by Mr 
thomas Rowe, of which no more chan t two ſmall tranſlations 


$34 THE LIFE OF 


from the French were printed in his life- time“ . Theſe eſſays in 
poetry, may be looked on only as the elegant amuſement of {ome 
hours of relaxation from more ſerious ſtudies ; they do not ap- 
Pear to have been fitted for the preſs; and as, by the immature 
death of the author, they were deprived of the advantage of his 
laſt corrections, it would be ſcarce reaſonable to expect they 
ſhould be above all need of that candeur which is eminently due 
to poſthumous pieces. Yet they ſhew ſo much ſtrength of ge- 
nius, and true poetic fire, as will, I doubt not, eaſily atone for a- 


ny flight inaccuracies, which the ſeverity of malignant criticiſm 


my be able to diſcover. | 

On occaſion of this preſent collection, it is fit to acquaint the 
public, that a large debt of gratitude is due from them to Mrs 
Rowe's friends, for the elegant and inſtructive entertainment 
they cannot fail to receive from her Familiar Letters + ; and in 
juſtice to the writer's memory, it is neceſſary to. add, that if ſome 
of theſe letters ſeem abrupt and imperfect, it is owing to the de- 
licacy of the perſons to whom they were wrote, who have obli- 
ged the editor to ſacrifice ſeveral paſſages in them, to that mo- 
deſty ſo uſually attendant on merit. | 

As Mrs Rowe paſſed almoſt all her days in retirement, the 
fewneſs of the facts related in the former part of theſe memoirs, 


will not, I preſume, appear ſurprifing. Her | © life was not 


« varied with accidents to divert the reader: it was more plea- 
« fant for herſelf to live, than for an hiſtorian to deſcribe.” 80 
that being an uniform courſe of devotion, benevolence, and in- 
difference to the world, when you have the hiſtory of one week 


ol her life, you have the hiſtory of the whole. This occaſions 


her character being ſo much longer than the hiſtorical part; her 
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character, which only repreſents what ſhe was every day, and 
which could not be ſhortened without ie to her, and the 
world. 8 x 


ſince the number of their editions, and the approbztion and ap- 
plauſe they have received from ſome of the beſt judges, and me ſt 
celcbrated writers of the age, may ſeem to render any farther pa- 
regyric ſuperfluous. - I will only add, that her exquifite wit, and 
beautiful imagination, were ſcarce any thing indebted to the aſ- 
fiſtance of art or labour; and Mr Prior, who, in the preface to 
| his poems, has done juſtice to the fineneſs of her genius, might, 
with equal truth, have applied to her what he has ſaid of an e- 


) minent “ wit of the laſt age. Such were the natural faculties 
a « and ſtrength of Ber mind, that foe had occaſion to borrow ve- 
) « ry little from education; and ſbe owed thoſe advantages to her 
e «. own-good parts, which others acquire by ftady and imitation, 
- « Her wit was abundant, noble, bold. Wit, in moſt writers, is 
. « like a fountain an a garden, ſupphed by ſeveral fireams, brought 
Jo « through artful pipes, and pleying ſometimes agreeably: but 

Mr. Rowe's was a ſource ariſing from the top of a mountain, 
e « which forced its own way, and with inexhauſtible ſupplies de- 
's, « lighted and enriched the country through which it paſſed” 
ot She read no critics, nor could her genius brook the diſcipline of 
a- 


rules: and as the pains of correction appeared to her ſome kind 
of drudgery, ſhe ſeldom made any great alterations in her com- 
poſures, from what they were when ſhe firſt gave copies of them 
to her friends, For ſhe did not ſet fo high a value on her works, 
as to employ much labour in finiſhing them with the utmoſt ac. 
euracy ; and ſhe wrote verſes through inclination, and rather as 


the ſhould make the buſineſs of her life. 

Mrs Rowe was not a regular beauty, yet the polſcſled a large 
meaſure of- the charnis of her ſex. She was of a moderate ſta. 
ture, her hair of a fine auburn colour, and her eyes of a darkiſh 
Fal... i 2 
The Earl of Dorſet, | 


de 


I ſhall not attempt to give a ban e of Mrs Rowe's works, 


an amuſement, than as a ſtudy and profeſſion, to excel in which 
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grey inclining to blue, and full of fire. Her complexion was ex- 


quiſitely fair, and a natural roſy bluſh glowed in her cheeks, 
She ſpoke gracefully, and her voice was exceeding ſweet and har- 
monious, and perfectly ſuited to that gentle language which al- 
ways flowed from her lips. But the ſoftneſs and benevolence of 
her aſpect is beyond all deſcription : it inſpired irreſiſtable love, 
yet not without ſome mixture of that awe and veneration which 
diſtinguiſhed ſenſe and virtue apparent in n countenance are 
wont to create. | 
Her acquaintance with the great, had taught her all the ac- 
compliſhments of good breeding, and complacency of behaviour; 
and without formality or affectation, ſhe practiſed, in a diſtant 
ſolitude, all the addreſs and politeneſs of a court. But that ſhe 
learned no more than the real elegancies of grandeur, ſhe calls on 
one of her moſt intimate friends to witneſs. © 1 can appeal to 
<« you,” ſays ſhe in a letter to a lady who had long known her, 
« if you ever knew me deſcend to any thing of diſguiſe cr arti- 
« fice in my whole conduct.“ She was alſo very remote from 
extravagance in habit, and ſeemed to have perfectly ſubdued the 
love of the vain ſhew of life; in which ſhe may be thought te 
diſcover an elevation of ſoul ſuperior to the natural inclinations 
of her ſex, and great ſtrength of virtue, in reſifting the general 
example of the age in which ſhe lived. The labours of the toi- 
lette conſumed very little of her time; ſhe juſtly deſpiſed the arts 
of dreſs and ornament, and endeavoured to infuſe the ſame con- 
tempt of them into all her acquaintance ; yet without _ in · 
40 the other extreme, of indecent negligence, 
The love of ſolitude, which ſeems almoſt inſeparable from a 
4 poetical genius, diſcovered itſelf very early in Mrs Rowe, and 
never forſook her but with life itſelf. Before her marriage, 
though it cannot be doubted that ſhe was often ſolicited to quit 
her beloved obſcurity, yet ſhe had only made a ſhort viſit to the 
town of a few weeks. After Mr Rowe's deceaſe, as a decent 


I Scriptorum chorus omnis amat nemus, et ſugit urbes, 
| Hor. lib, 2. ep. 2. 
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retreat ſeemed to her alone ſuited to a ſtate of widowhood, her 
averſion to a public appearance in the world increaſed; and the 


approach of the decline of life, determined her yet more ſtrong- 
ly to devote the remainder of her days to retirement; nor could 
any arguments or perſuaſions of her friends, prevail with Mrs 


Rowe to alter her fentiments and conduct in this inſtance. This 


reſolution was unhappy for the world, as it deprived them of 
the knowledge of ſo fair a pattern of piety and goodneſs, and 
muſt not be generally propoſed to the imitation of the virtuous 


part of mankind. For, as a celebrated $ writer fays, The 


good ought not to be allowed to forſake the world, unleſs the 
« bad had the ſame moderation, and were willing to follow 


« them into the wilderneſs““ Nor did Mrs Rowe recommend 


ſuch a conduct to others; for ſhe thus expreſſes her ſentiments 
on this ſubject, in a letter to a friend, which ſhe wrote a few 


weeks before her death. * It is an injury to mankind, te wiſh 


« you had been born to a life of repoſe and leiſure. There are 
« too few examples of generoſity and juſtice in the world, to 
« wiſh any perſon of good character concealed. There are, in- 
« deed, a ſet of inſignificant and profligate mortals, who, if 
they ſhould take it into their heads to elope from mankind, 
« and run wild in the woods, the public would be ſo far from 


„being derrimented, that they would be highly obliged by it; 
that fo thoſe only who are a grace to human nature, might 
appear in active and public ſtations „ do not, ſays ſhe,\ 
in a letter to another friend, . affect any recluſe notions of reli- 


* gion; my thoughts of that are juſt the reverſe, and all eaſy 


aud ſociable.” Upon the whole, it may be ſaid, with the 


greateſt truth, in defence of Mrs Rowe's retreat, that ſhe did 


not fly to deſarts, that ſhe might wholly refign herſelf to floth, | 


and a monaſtic kind of devotion unprofitable to the world ; but 
amidſt the quiet and leifure of ſolitude, ſhe employed no ſmail 
part of her time in actions of munificence and charity, or in 
compoſing-thole works with which ſhe has obliged the public, 


$ Dr Sprat, life of Cowley, p. 38. 
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which, as they infpire the nobleſt ſentiments of benevolence and 
piety, may be of the moſt laſting and extenſive benefit to man- 
kind. or 

It has been imputed to perſons of recluſe aud aſcetic lives, that 
though their auſtere virtue may preſerve them from ſenſual in- 
Culgencies, againſt which they are wont to expreſs the utmoſt 
ſeverity; yet they are too frequently apt to ſoothe themſelves in 
pride, ill nature, cenſoriouſneſs, and the like hateful diſpoſitions 
of the mind. The luſtre of Mrs Rowe's character was not ſul- 


lied by ſo great a blemiſh, She was as exemplary for. every ſo. 
ciable and good-natured virtue, as fer the exact ſanctity of her 
manners; and juſtly thought the fins, to whichfhe foul is tempt- | 
ed by its union with the body, attended wich leſs degrees of | 
guilt, than thoſe other vices of a graver fort, which ſhe believ- | 
ed debaſed human nature into a nearer reſemblance to that 
moſt evil and malevolent ſpirit, who is repreſented in the ſacred; 


writings, as perſectly oppoſite to the benignity of the ſupreme 


Being. t 

She had the happieſt command over her paſſions, and main- 6 

| tained a conſtant calmneſs of temper, and ſweetneſs of diſpoſi- 0 
| tion, that could not be ruſfled with adverſe accidents, nor four- 6 
ed by the approach of old age itſelf. It has been queſtioned, 7 
1 whether ſhe was ever angry in her whole life; at leaſt with re- tr 
; gard to thoſe little misfortunes, and diſpleaſing incidents, that « 
occur in common life, which, though really of a trivial nature, I 

frequently prove too ſtrong temptations to indecencies of paſſion; 61 

ſhe was only wont to turn theſe. into ſubjects of mirth and a- 4 

greeable raillery. And as perſons are apt to be leaſt on their &« 

guard againſt exceſſes of this kind towards inferiors and domeſ- « 

tics, it ought to be obſerved, that her ſervant, who lived with * 

ber near twenty years, ſcarce ever diſcovered in her miſtreſs, a- tt 

ny tendency to anger towards herſelf, or any warmth of reſent- 10 

ment againſt others, except in the caufe of Heaven, againſt great 6s. 

impiety, and flagrant crimes; on which occaſions, ſome degree 1 

of. indignation is not only irreproachable, but truly deſerves. the 44. 


ame of commendable and virtuous Zgal. 
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The uncommon kind of praiſe that is given to Mr Cowley, by 


the author of his life,“ that no one had ever reaſon to wiſts 


« his wit had been leſs,” is equally due to Mrs Rowe: for 


together with the moſt manly elevation of genius, ſhe poſſeſſed 


all that gentleneſs and ſoftneſs of difpoſition, which gives her 
own lovely ſex ſuch irreſiſtible charms; and was entirely free 


from that ſeverity of temper which has made the character of a 


wit unamiable, if not quite infamous. Next to lewd and pro- 
fane writings, ſhe expreſſed the ſtrongeſt averſion to fatire, as it 
is uſually fo replete with perſonal malice and invective. No 
{ſtrokes of this kind can. be found in her works; and her conver- 
ſation was no leſs innocent of every appearance of ill nature, than 
her writings. She fortified her reſolutions againſt evil ſpeaking, 
by particular and folemn vows, as appears by the following ſa- 
cred engagement, tranſcribed from her manuſeript. 
. Oct. 6th. 1726. 

te O let me once again bind myſelf to the Lord, never (by 
« thy grace) to ſpeak: evil of any perſon. O help me to govern 
«© my tongue by the ſtricteſt rules of charity and truth, and ne- 


« yer to utter any evil ſurmiſes, or make the leaſt reflection to 
© the diſhonour of my neighbour. Let me, in the minuteſt cir- 


“ cumſtance, do to others, as 1 would they ſhould act to me. 
& Let me hope, let me believe all things to the advantage of o- 
« thers. Give me thy divine aſſiſtance, to perform this great 
« duty, and ſet thou a watch on my words; and keep, O ſtrict- 
t ly keep the door of my lips, that I offend not with my tongue. 
« Now let thy grace be ſufficient for me, and thy ftrength be- 


« manifeſt in my weakneſs. In thy ſtrength, in the name of the 


« Lord my Redeemer, let me engage with all my future temp» 
Stations. Look gractouſly on this petition, and remember me 
„ when Jam in any ſuſpence, any exigence,or am ready to for- 

* get my engagements. In the moment that I ſhalt wever, 
© ſtrengthen me; reſtrain me when the malignant thought ari- 
© ſes; and while the yet unuttered words are ready to iffue from 


„my lips, ſet thou thy bridle there, ane” govern my rebellious 
a faculty!“ 
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Mrs Rowe ſtrictly regulated her conduct by this ſolemn vow, 
and could hardly think any occaſion would juſtify the reporting 
what was prejudicial to the reputation of another. I can ap- 
„ peal to you,” ſays ſhe, in a letter to a lady, with whom ſhe 


had lived in a long, and moſt intimate friendſhip, © if you ever 
knew me make an envious, or an ill- natured reflection on any 


« perſon upon earth. Indeed, the foilies of mankind would af. 
& ford a wide and various ſcene ; but charity. would draw a veil 
« of darkneſs here, and chooſe to be for ever ſilent, rather than 
t expatiate on the melancholy theme Scandal and detraction 


appeared to her ſuch extreme inhumanity, as no charms of wit 


and politeneſs could make tolcrable. If ſhe was forced to be pre- 
ſent at ſuch kind of converſation, ſhe had ſometimes, (when the 
freedom might be decently uſed, ) the courage openly to con- 
demn it ; and, I believe, always the generofity to undertake the 
defence of the abſent, when unjuſtly accufed, and to extenuate 


even their real faults and errors. 


She was unacquainted with envy, as if it had been impoſlible 
for ſo baſe a paſſion to enter into the human mind; and was al- 
ways forward to do juſtice to every fine writer, and illuſtrious 
character of the age. She exceedingly loved to praiſe, and ne- 


ver failed to obſerve and applaud every appearance of merit in 


thoſe with whom ſhe was acquainted ; but overlooked all their 
frailties, with more than even the ufual partiality of friendſhip. 
Yet, though ſhe could have wiſhed to have made no other uſe 
of ſpeech, than to commend worth and virtue, on ſome occaſions 
a ſenſe of duty compelled her to reprove; but the ſeeming ſeve- 
rity of this virtue, was tempered by the ſofteſt arts of gentleneſs 
and goodneſs. In proof of which it may not be improper to add, 
as an inſtance of the honeſt artifice ſhe uſed to diſguiſe her ad- 
monitions, that ſhe. has been frequently obſerved to commend 
perſons of diſtinguiſhed eminence for one kind of moral worth, 
before ſome of her friends who were deficient in that particular 
virtue, in hopes they might be ſtruck with the beauty of the ex- 
ample, which ſhe propoſed to their imitation ina manner ſo lit- 
tle apt to give offence, 
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She had few equals in her excellent turn for converſation. Her 
wit was inexhauſtible, and ſhe exprefſcd her thoughts in the moſt 
beautiful and flowing eloquence ; and as theſe uncommon advan- 
tages were accompanied with an eaſy goodneſs, and unaffected 
openneſs of behaviour, ſhe infinitely charmed all who knew her. 


A peculiar elevation of underſtanding made her deſpiſe thoſe 
trifles which uſually dwell on the lips of the fair ſex, and ſhe 
would always have choſen to talk on important and inſtructive 


themes; yet, leſt conſtant diſcourſe of a ſerious kind ſhould prove 
diſtaſteful and weariſome, ſhe ſometimes entertained her friends 
on more gay and indifferent ſubjects. But as ſoon as it could be 
done without the appearance of affectation, ſhe returned to her fa- 
yourite topics, on which ſhe exerted all her exquiſite talents, to 
recommend the moſt exact morality and ſublime piety ; fo that it 
ſeemed impoſſible to he in her company without growing wiſer 
and better, or to leave it without regret. 

Mrs Rowe's wit, beauty, and merit, had, even from her youth, 
conciliated to her much compliment and praiſe, and from ſuch 
judges of worth, as might have made ſome degree of vanity ſeem 
almoſt pardonable in a lady and an author. Yet, amidſt theſe 
teaptations to pride, ſhe retained all the humility of the meaneſt 
and moſt obſcure perſon of the human race. She rarely mention- 
ed any of her writings, even to her moſt intimate friends; nor 
ever diſcovered the leaſt elation of mind at their great ſucceſs, 
and the approbation they received from ſome of the fineſt writers 
of the age. The praiſes with which her works were honoured, 
only led her to aſcribe the glory to the Original of all perfection, 
on whoſe power ſhe maintained a conſtant ſenſe of her depen- 
dance, and with the moſt grateful piety owned her obligations to 
his goodneſs. ** It is but for Heaven,” ſaid ſhe, “ to give a turn 
to one of my nerves, and I ſhould be an ideot.“ She aſſumed 
no indecent ſhare in converſation, and has been frequently known 
to be ſilent en ſubjects ſhe well underſtood, and on which ſhe 
could have diſplayed her wit to great advantage. Her friends 
could not fail to obſerve the modeſt care ſhe uſed, in avoiding the 
mention of any thing that might tend to her own hononr; nor can 


wh 
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I, during the long intimacy with which ſhe favoured me, remem- 
ber one expreſſion of vanity, or ſenſe of her own worth, that 
might in the leaſt ſtain her humility. She never dictated to o- 


thers, nor arrogated any reſpect and deference to her own ſenti- 


ments; but in converſing with perſons of parts and abilities far 
beneath her own, ſeemed to ſtudy to make the ſuperiority of her 
genius eaſy to them, by the moſt obliging goodneſs and conde- 


ſcenſion of behaviour. Nor were her affability and readineſs of 
acceſs to thoſe of the loweſt rank, leſs remarkable and exemplary, 
it was impoſſible for her to treat any one with inſolence or con- 
tempt. On the contrary, as ſhe infinitely loved and reverenced 


true goodneſs, 1 have been witneſs of the real and peculiar re- 


ſpe& ſhe paid to ſincere piety, when great degrees of ignorance, 
and extremely mean circumſtances, might have quite obſcured it 
to leſs humble and generous minds. 


She was perfectly untainted with that love of leſs which 


has ſo univerſally corrupted the preſent age; and is juſtly thought 
to have the moſt unfriendly influence on the nobleſt kinds of vir- 


tne f. She was ignorant of every polite and faſhionable game, 


Play, ſhe believed, at beſt, was but an art of loſing time, and for- 
getting to think; but when ſhe reflected on the fatal conſequen- 
ces, that attend a fond attachment to this diverſion, ſhe had even 
an horror for it. Her taſte was too juſt, to reliſh thoſe inſipid 


trifles, called Novels and Romances, uſually as defective in wit, and 


true imitation of nature, as replete with indecent images, which 
pollute the imagination, and ſhock every chaſte mind. She would, 
indeed, have eſteemed the diverſions of the Engliſh theatre, (e- 
ſpecially thoſe- of the tragic kind, ) capable of affording the moſt 
noble and rational plerſure, if ſhe could have believed them in- 
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| + Admiratione afficiuntur ii, qui anteire carteros virtute pu- 
tantur, et cum omni carere dedecore, tum vero 11s vitiis, quibus 
alli non facile poſſunt obſiſtere. Nam voluptates, blandiſſimae 
dominae, majores Partes animi a virtute detorquent. 

| 55 de 5 3 II, cap, 10, 
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gocent; but ſo few of them appeared to her inoffenſive to virtue, 
that ſhe thought fit to abſtain from thoſe entertainments, which, 
in her opinion, generally tended to promote impurity of man- 
ners, and expoſe piety to ſcorn and ridicule. The native gran» 
deut of her ſoul preſerved her from any fondneſs for luxury in 
food, judging it much beneath the dignity of a being poſſeſſed 
of reaſon, and born for 'immortality, She was always pleaſed 
with whatever ſhe ſound on her table; and neither the kind of 
her food, nor the manner of dreiling it, gave her any uneaſineſs 3 
for if in either of theſe reſpects it was not perfectly agreeable, it 
only afforded her a ſubject of wit and plcaſantry, inſtead of oc- 
caſioning any diſguſt, or ſerious reſentment. She mixed in no 
parties of pleaſure, and extremely deſpiſed the trivial and uniu- 


ſtructive converſation of forma] viſits, which ſhe avoided, at 
leaſt, as much as decency wonld' allow; and, indeed, (except 
5 drawing) the had almoſt an equal contempt for every thing that 
- bears the name of diverſion and amuſement, even of the moſt in- 
8 nocent kind. But l- confeſs, this part of the character of this ex- 
. cellent lady may not be ſo fit for general imitation. For though 
5 the conſtant vivacity and cheerfulneſs cf Mrs Rowe's natural 
. temper, might poſſibly ſeem to ſet her above the neceſſity of al- 
10 lowing herſelf ſome intervals of amuſement to relax the mind, 
id yet ſuch great abſtinence from every kind of recreation, might, 
nd in moſt perſons, tend to ſuur the mind with auſtere and unami- 
ich able diſpoſitions; or, at leaſt, to depreſs the ſpirits to ſuch a de- 
1d, gree. of melancholy, as would unfit them for the neceſſary duties 
le- and offices of life. | | 
ſh She had a contempt of riches that his been rarely equalled, 
Lo and which, 1, believe, may be looked upon as a certain mark of 


I7 a truly great mind“. As ſhe expreſſed herſelf much pleaſed with 
the moderate fortune allotted her by the divine Providence, 
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Maxime admirantur eum, qui pecunia non movetur ; aud 
in quo viro perſpe&tum ſit, hunc igni ſpeAatum ne. 


Cic. de Off lib, 2. cap. 11. 
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which afforded her eaſe and plenty to the extent of her wishes; 
ſo ſhe never purſued any deſigns to advance her circumſtances in 
life. She could not be perſuaded to publiſh her works by ſub. 


ſcription, or even to accept the advantageous terms offered by 


the bookſeller, if ſhe would permit her ſcattered pieces to be col. 
lected and publiſhed together. She wrote no dedications to the 


Great, and the name of no miniſter of ſtate is to be found in her 


works. She never ſaw a court; and if ſhe has occaſionally men- 
tioned, with honour, ſome of the princes under whoſe reigns ſhe 


lived, it was only from a ſincere veneration for the fautors of li- 


berty, (which ineſtimable bleſſing ſhe juſtly valued,) and with. 
out the leaſt expectation of any reward, beyond the pleaſure of 


| diſcovering her gratitude to thoſe who appeared to her public 


benefactors to their country. The high eſteem ſhe expreſled for 
fome of her friends of diſtinguiſned rank, was equally: free from 
the ſuſpicion of intereſted views; for as ſhe gained nothing by 
their friendſhip, but the happineſs of their converſation, and an 
acquaintance with their virtues, the praiſes ſhe gave them 
ought, in juſtice, to be looked on as the incenſe due to merit. 
The love of money ſhe thought the moſt ſordid and ignoble of 
paſſions, and frequently lamented its too general prevalence over 
the human mind. She did not know her own eſtates from 0- 
thers, until ſome motives of prudence obliged her to inform her- 
ſelf, when ſhe apprehended ſhe was ſoon to leave them; and 
was ſo far from that rigour in exacting her due, which approach 
es to inhumanity, that her neglect of her intereſt may rather be 
cenſured as exce ſſive; ſhe let her eſtates beneath their intrinſic va- 
lue, as appears by the conſiderable advance of the rents ſince her 
deceaſe ; and was ſo gentle to her tenants, that ſhe not only had 
no law-ſuit with any of them, but would not ſo much as ſuffer 
them to be threatened with the ſeizure of their goods, on the 
neglect of the payment of their rents. When one of them, 
who owed her an hundred pounds, carried off all his ſtock 
in the night, ſhe could not be prevailed on to embrace an op- 


| Portunity in her power of ſeizing it afterwards; and if he 


had not in this manner quitted the eſtate, upon receiving ſome 
« * 
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| juſt menances without her knowledge, it is more than probable, 


that her exceſs of goodneſs would have always prevented her from 
having recourſe to rigorous methods to ejeet him, and compel him 
to do her juſtice, It would be eaſy to add ſeveral other inſtan- 
ces greatly prejudicial to her intereſt, in which ſhe voluntarily 


departed from her right, when ſhe had the higheſt claim of equi- 


ty. She could ſcarce bear the mention of injuſtice, without trem- 
bling ; and the tenderneſs and delicacy of her conſcience, with re- 
gard to this fin, was ſo great, that ſhe hardly thought ſhe could 
keep far enough from it. © I can appeal to thee,” ſays ſhe in an 
addreſs to God, “how ſcrupulouſly I have acted in matters of e- 
« quity, and how willingly I have injured myſelf, to right o- 
« thers.” She ſpoke with much warmth of the xtreme danger 
of any diſhoneſt and fraudulent practice, and expreſſed her won+ 
der, how perſons could die with any repoſe of mind, under the 


leaſt degree of ſuch kind of guilt, 


Her indifference to glory was ſcarce leſs 8 As ſne 
ſcemed to ſhun fame by concealing herſelf, during almoſt the 
whole of her life, in an obſcure ſolitude, ſo ſhe practiſed no arts 
to promote her reputation, She wrote no preface to any of her 
works, to prepoſſeſs the public in their favour +, nor ſuffered them 
to be accompanied with panegyrics of her friends, She would 
not indeed ſo much as allow her name to be prefixed to any of 
them, excepting, perhaps, ſume ſew poems in the earlier part of 


ber life: and though this occaſioned ſeveral of her works to be 


aſcribed to other hands 4, ſhe did not alter the modeſty of her 
TO ——— ————TT Tz 
4 Dr Young was the author of the preface to Friendſhip in death. 
Sir Richard Steele, when he publiſbed a beautiful paſtoral of Mrs 


Rowe's, in bis Poetical Miſcellanies, aſcribed it to the author of the 


anonymous verſes before the tragedy of Cato A miſtake, I. ſuppeſe, only 
wing to ſome fancicd reſemblance in the band-writing. The learned 
authors of the Bibliotheque Britannique alſo, in giving an account of 
Friendſhip in death, © were not only ignorant of ber name, but miſe 


take even the ſex of the writer, Se: Bib. Brit. tom, 13 f. 39. 
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conduc. When ſhe intended to communicate to the world; 

Friendſbip in death, ſhe ſhewed the manuſcript to no more than: 
one perſon, on whoſe ſecrecy ſhe could rely; and after he had, by 
her order, copied it in his own hand, ſhe ſent it to Dr Young, 
only knowing him by his works, and inſcribed his name to the 
dedication, in hopes that being publiſhed by him, and appearing. 
under-the patronage of his name, all her acquaintance would ima». 
gine this piece to be written by ſome friend of that eminent poet. 


And when the inimitable beauties of Mrs Rowe's manner of 


writing, diſcovered the true author, and this performance began 
to be univerſally admired, ſhe ſtill continued to avoid owning it, 
as far as was conſiſtent with a ſtrict regard to truth: ſhe even, 
declined the honour due to her aſhes and memory after death; 
for when ſhe ſcle&ed from her manuſcript volume of. devotions, 
ſome exerciſes of piety, with a view to their publication aſter her 
deceaſe, ſhe ſtudiouſly omitted thoſe parts that would have dif 
covered her unexampled charity, and other virtues, which muſt 
conciliate the eſteem and veneration of the world: nor could a 
thing, perhaps, but the ſuddenneſs of her death, have prevented 
her committing to the flames the book I have juſt mentioned, 
which has ſo often aſſiſted me in my attempt to do juſtice to her 
character And as ſhe intruſted the care of her poſthumous pieces 
to one, who (ſhe could not be inſenſible) had never entertained a 
thought of being an author, and whoſe incurable want of health 
muſt. render him peculiaily unfit to compoſe any thing for public 
 view;; it is more than probable, that it was her intention that 
this. collection of her remains ſhould be communicated to the 
world without any account of her life and character; which, 
through extreme humility, ſhe judged unworthy the knowledge 
and imitation of poſterity, The ſame moedeſt-diſpoſition of mind 


appears in the orders ſhe left in writing to her ſervant., in which, 


after having deſired that her funeral might be by night, and at- 
tended only by a ſmall number of friends, ſhe adds, « Charge Mr 


% Bowden not to ſay. one word of me in the ſermon, I would: 
lie in my father's grave, and have no ſtone nor inſcription over: 


* 
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& my vile duſt, which 1 gladly leave to oblivion and corruption,. 
« till it riſe. to a glorious immortality.“ 

Mrs Rowe was exemplary for every relative duty. Filial pie- 
ty was a remarkable part of her character. She loved the beſt- 
of fathers as ſhe ought, and repaid his uncommon care and ten-- 
derneſs, by all juſt returns of duty and affeAion. She has been: 
heard to fay, © That ſhe could die, rather than do any thing to 
« diſpleaſe him” and the anguiſh ſhe felt at ſceing him in pain 
in his laſt ſickneſs, was ſo great, that it occaſioned ſome kind of 
convulſion, a diſorder from which ſhe was wholly free in every 
other part of her life. d 

When ſhe was entered into a marriage-ſtate, the higheſt e- 
ſteem and :noſt tender affe ion appeared in all her conduct to 
Mr Rowe; and by the moſt gentle and obliging manners, and 
the exerciſe of every ſocial and good - natured virtue, ſhe con- 
firmed the empire ſhe had gained over his heart. She complied 


with his inclinations in ſeveral inſtances to which ſhe was natu- 


rally averſe ; and made it her ſtudy to ſoſten the anxieties, and 
heighten all the ſati-factions of his life. Her capacity for ſupe- 
rior things did not tempt her to negle& the leſs honourable cares. 
which the laws of cuſtom and decency impoſe on the ſofter ſex. 
in the connubial relation: much lefs was ſhe led by a ſenſe of 
her own merit, to aſſume any thing to herſelf inconſiſtent with 2 
that duty and ſubmiſſion, which the precepts of Chriſtian piety 

ſo ſtrictly enjoin. Mr Rowe had ſome mixture of natural: 
warmth in his temper, of which he had not always a perfect. 


command: if at any time this broke out into ſome little exceſſes. 


of anger, it never awakened any paſhon of the like kind in Mrs. 
Rowe; but, on the contrary, ſhe always remained miſtreſs of 
herſelf, and ſtudied, by the gentleſt language, and moſt ſoothing- 
endearments, to reſtore Mr Rowe's mind to that calmneſs which, 
reaſon approves. And ſhe equally endeavoured, in every other- 
inſtance, by the ſofteſt arts of perſuaſion, and in a manner re- 
mote from. all airs of ſuperiority, to lead Mr Rowe on towards. 


chat perfection of virtue, to which ſhe herſelf aſpired with the 


Tac. Chriſtian zeal, During the. long illneſs which ended in 
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| his death, ſhe fcarce ever ſtirred from him a moment, and alle. 
viated his ſevere afflition, by performing, with inconceivable 
tenderneſs and affiduity, all the offices of compaflion ſuited ts 
that melancholy ſeaſon. She partook his ſleepleſs nights, and 
never quitted his bed, unleſs to ſerve him, or watch by him. And 
as ſhe could ſcarce be perſuaded to forſake even his breathleſs 
clay, ſo ſhe conſecrated her ſuture years to his memory, by ho- 
nouring his oſhes with reſolutions of perpetual widowhood, which , 
with a conſtancy ſuperior to her ſex, ſhe inviolably maintained, 
Her conduct, in this laſt inſtance, on the review of it after an in- 
terval of ſeveral years, and in near proſpect of death, afforded 
her great ſatisfaction ; for ſhe thus expreſles herſelf in a letter in- 


tended, after her own deceaſe, to be delivered to Mrs Arabella 


Marrow, if that lady had ſurvived her. The ſolitude in which 
&« I have ſpent my time ſince Mr Rowe's death, has given me 
« leiſure to make the darkneſs of the grave, and the ſolemnity 


« of dying, familiar ſcenes to my imagination. Whatever ſuch | 


« diſtinguiſhed ſenſe and merit could claim, I have endeavoured 
“ to pay my much. loved huſband's memory. I reflect with plea 
« ſure on my conduct on this occaſion ; not only from a princi- 
« ple of juſtice and gratitude to him, but from a conſcious ſenſe 
« of honour, and love of a virtuous reputation after death. 
%, But if the ſoul, in a ſeparate ſtate, ſhould be inſenſible of hu- 
« man cenſure or applauſe, yet there is a diſintereſted homage 
« due to the ſacred name of virtue.“ 

She mourned over the death of her huſband and father, with 
all that becoming tenderneſs and ſenſibility, which ought totouch 
every humane and generous heart, at the loſs of the deareſt per- 
ſons on earth; yet her ſubmiſſton to the determination ef divine 
Providence was exemplary, and ſhe never preſumed to breathe 
any criminal murmurs againſt the will of Heaven, which is ever 
juſt and good, or behaved, in this hour of temptation, in a man- 
ner unſuitable to that eminent piety which appeared in every o- 
ther part of her life. 

She was a gentle and kind miſtreſs; treating her ſervants with 


great condeſcenſion and goodueſs, and almeſt with the afabilty 
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of friend and equal. She cauſed due care to be taken of them, 


when they were ill; and did not think it miſbecame her, to ſit 


by the bed of a ſick ſervant to read to her books of piety. Her 
great humanity would not ſuffer her to be offended with light 
faults; and as ſhe never diſmiſſed any one from her family, ſo, I 


think, none of her ſervants ever left her, but with a view to the 
changing their condition by marriage. She knew when ſhe was 


well ſerved, and repoſed ſo much truſt in thoſe whoſe fidelity ſhe 
had experienced, that it might ſeem to verge towards exceſs; yet 
even ſuch great confidence was hardly more than was due to that 
ſervant who was with Mrs Rowe at the time of her death; 
whoſe long and faithful duty to her miſtreſs, and remarkable ſor- 
row for her loſs, deſerve to be mentioned with honour. 

She was a warm and generous friend, juſt, if not partial, to 


the merit of thoſe whom ſhe loved, and moſt gentle and candid 


to their errors. She was always forward to do them good offi. 
ces; but in a diſtinguiſhed manner ſhe ſtudied, with infinite art 


and zeal, to inſinuate the love of virtue into all her acquaintance, 
and to promote their moſt important intereſt, by inciting them 


to the practice of every thing that would recommend them to 
higher degrees of the divine favour. This ſhe propoſed as the 
beſt end of friendſhip. 

Mrs Rowe was not entirely free from the attacks of malice, 
that ſhe might not be without opportunity to exerciſe the divine 
vwtue of forgiveneſs ; yet one could ſcarce have learned from her 
diſcourſe that ſhe had an enemy; for ſhe was not wont to com- 
plain of any indecent conduct or injuries done to herſclf : ſo that 
it was apparent, ſuch things made light impreſſions on her mind; 
or that ſhe had endeavoured to efface ——_ with the happieſt ſuc- 
ceſs. 

It is a celebrated thought of the Emperor * Julian, which he 
makes M. Antoninus expreſs, when he repreſents him, with other 
Roman emperors, undergoing the ſcrutiny of Jupiter; wben he 


was. aſked what he had done to merit an apotheoſis, he replied, 


* Tuliani Cefarir, edit. Par. p. 91. 
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« He had always ſtudied to reſemble the gods :? and being aſks 
ed again in what he had endeavoured to be like them, he an- 
ſwered, © In having as few wants as poſſible of my own, and do. 
« ing good moſt extenſively to others.“ This is certainly a juſt 
account of a divine temper: and this Was, in a great degree, the 
temper of Mrs Rowe : for ſcarce any of the human race was 
more ſeriſible of the truth of that ſaying of the ſacred Founder 
of our religion, © It is more bleſſed to give than to receive.“ 
There is,“ ſays ſhe in a letter to a lady, written ſo early as in 
the year 169), “ an eternal propenſity in my foul to love and be- 
& neficence. I received the generous principle with the breath 
of life, and find it inſeparable from my exiſtence.“ And in 
her later years, ſhe ſaid to another of her moſt intimate friends, 
« Half me pleaſure of my life would be loſt, if there were no 
c poor.“ Nor was this only the peculiar ſoftneſs of her ſex, or 
@ natural felicity of temper, but the moſt virtuous defire to dif- 
Tuſe happineſs. Her zeal to do generous actions is inexpreſſible; 
it broke out on all poſlible-occaſions; and there was not, I be- 
heve, one of her friends in any rank of life, who did not expe- 
rience her beneficent diſpoſition, by receivipg from her preſents 
-of books, pictures, &c. if not gifts of higher value. 


Her charities were ſo great, (if we conſider the mediocrity of 


her fortune) that they can ſcarce be paralleled, except in the his 
ſtory of better times, when Chriſtianity had all its due power o- 


ver the hearts of thoſe who profeſſed it: they were, indeed, on- 


ly limited by the utmoſt extent of her power; for ſhe devoted 
the whole of her income, beſides what was hardly ſufficient fot 
the neceſlities of life, to the relief of the indigent and diſtreſſ. d. 
This her manuſcript acquaints us with, in the following vow; 
which, as it evidences a heart glowing with the love of God and 


mankind, is worthy of the higheſt praiſe ; but as this ſolemn en- 


gagement involved Mrs Rowe in ſome perplexities, it ſeems pe- 
culiarly fit to add, that her example ought not to influence pious 
minds thus to fetter themſclves in things not abſolutely com- 
manded ; ſince the obſervation of ſuch vows may be attended 


* 


ded 
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with unforeſeen difficulties, ps to the ſuture peace of their 


lives. 


« ] conſeerate half my yearly income to charitable uſes. And 
« though, by this, according to human appearances, 1 have re- 


« duced myself to ſome neceſſity, I caft all my care on that gra- 


te cious God, to whom I am devoted, and to whoſe truth I ſub. 
« ſcribe with my hand. I atteſt his faithfulneſs, and bring in 
« my teſtimony to the veracity of his word ; | ſet to my ſeal, that 
« God is true; and oh! by the God of truth, 1 ſwear to per- 
& form this, and beyond this. For if thou wilt indeed bleſs me, 
« and enlarge my coaſt, all that I have beyond the bare conve- 


« nience and neceſſity of life, ſhall ſurely be the Lord's. And 
« oh! grant me ſufficiency, that I may abound in every good 
« work, O let me be the meſſenger of conſolation to the poor. 


« Here am I, Lord, ſend me. Let me have the honour to ad- 
« miniſter to the neceſſities of my brethren, I am, indeed, un- 
« worthy to wipe the feet of the leaſt of the ſervants of my Lord, 

“ muck more unworthy of this glorious commiſſion; and yet, 
« oh!- ſend me, for thy goodneſs is free. Send whom thou 


e wilt on embaſſies to the kings and rulers of the earth, but let 
« me be a ſervant to the ſervants of my Lord. Let me admi- 
« niſter conſolation and relief to the afflicted members of my ex- 


« alted and glorious Redeemer. Let this be my lot, and I give 
the glories of the world to the wind.“ 


Purſuant to this ſacred vow, „ which,” as ſhe ia her- 
ſelf in another place of her manuſcripr, was not made in an 
« hour of fear and diſtreſs, but in the joy and gratitude of her 


« ſon},” ſhe not only avoided all fuperfluous expences in dreſs ö 


and luxury, but through an exceſs of benevolence (if there can 
be any exceſs in ſuch a God like diſpoſition,) to enlarge her a- 
bilities of doing good to her fellow. creatures, ſhe denied herſelf 


what might, in ſome ſenſe, be called the real neceffaries of 
life, 25 

| Miſery and indigence were a ſufficient recommendation to her 

compaſſionate regard and aſſiſtance ; yet ſhe ſhewed a diſtinguiſh- 


ed en to alleviate the afflictions of perſons of merit ard 
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virtue; and one who had the beſt opportunities of making this 
_ obſervaticn, aſſures me, that ſhe never knew any ſuch apply to 
Mra Rowe, without ſucceſs. The firſt time ſhe accepted of a 
gratification from the bookſeller for any of her works, ſhe be- 
ſtowed the whole ſum on a family in diſtreſs ; and there is great 
reaſon to believe, that ſhe employed all the money that ſhe ever 
received on ſuch an account, in as generous a manner. And 
once, when ſhe had not by her a ſum of money large enough to 
ſupply the like neceſlicies of another family, ſhe readily fold a. 
piece of plats for this purpoſe. She was accuſtomed, on go- 

ing abroad, to furniſh herſelf with pieces of money of differ- 
ent value, that ſhe might relieve any objects of compaſſion who 
ſhould fall in her way, according to their ſeveral degrees of me- 
Tic or indigence. Nor was her beneficence confined tothe neigh- 
| bourhood of the place where ſhe lived, but during her reſidence 

in the country, ſhe ſent large ſums to London, and other diſtant 
parts. She contributed to ſome deſigns that had the appearance 
of charity, though ſhe could not approve of them in every re- 
ſpect. For, the ſaid, It was fir, ſometimes, to give for the 
« credit of religion, when other inducements were wanting, 
< that the profeſſors of Chriſtianity might not be charged with 
« covetouſneſs;” a vice which ſhe abhorred ſo much, that ſcarce 
any groſſer kind of immorality could more e ffectually exclude 
from her friendſhip. © I never,” ſaid ſhe, « grudge any money, 
« but when it is laid out on myſelf ; for I confider how much it 
« woald buy for the poor.“ Belides the ſums of money which 
ſhe gave away, and the diſtribution of practical books on religi- 
ous ſubjects, ſhe employed her own hands in labours of charity 

to clothe the neceſſitous. This ſhe did, net only for the nativc3 
of the Lower Palatinate, when they were driven from their 
country by the rage of war, which appeared a calamity peculiar 
ly worthy of compaſſion; but it was her frequent employment to 
make garments of almoſt every kind, and beſtow them on thoſe 
who wanted them. She difcovered a ftrong ſenſe of humanity, 
and often ſhewed her exquiſite concern for the unhappy, Þy 
Weeping over their misfortunes. Thaſe were the generous 
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tears of virtue, and not any feminine weakneſs; for the 


was rarely obſerved to weep at afflictiuns that befel her- 
ſelf. She was, indeed, ſo ſenſibly touched with the miſe- 
ries of the poor, as not only to ſend her ſervant to examine 
what they flood in need of when they were ſick, but often 
viſited them in perſon, when they were ſo wretched, that their 
houſes were not fit for her to enter into; and even when their 
diſtempers were highly malignant and contagious. One kind of 
munificence, in which ſhe greatly delighted, was cauſing child - 
ren to be taught to read and work: theſe ſhe furniſhed with ſup- 


plies of cloathing, as well as Bibles, and other neceſſary books of 


inſtruction. This ſhe did not only at Frome, but alſo at a neigh- 


bouring village, where part of her eſtate lay. And when ſhe 


met in the ſtreets with children of promiſing countenances, who 
were perfectly unknown to her, if, upon inquiry, it appeared, 
that through the poverty of their parents they were not put to 
ſchoo}, ſhe added them to the number of thoſe who wete taught 


at her own expence. She condeſcended, herſelf, to inſtruct them 


in the plain and neceſſary principles and duties of religion; and 
the grief ſhe felt when any of them did not anſwer the hopes ſhe 
had entertained, was equal to the great ſatisfaction ſhe received, 
when it appeared that her care and bounty had been well placed. 
She was alſo a contributor to à charitable inſtitution ef this kind 
at Frome, of a more public nature; though, according to the 


general cuſtom of ſuch ſchools, all who were educated in it 


were compelled to worſhip God in that one particular form, © 
from which ſhe herſelf took the liberty to diſſent, But Mrs 
Rowe was not corrupted by this example of contracted goods 
nefs, which can ſcarce be reconciled to that univerſal dene vo 


| lence the goſpel enjoins : her charities were not confined to 


thoſe of her own patty or ſentiments, but beſtowed on indigent 
perſons of almoſt all the ſects into which Chriſtianity is divided ; 
and even thoſe whoſe religious opinions ſeemed to her of the | 
moſt dangerous tonſequence, partook largely of her bounty, Nor 


was her beneficence limited to thoſe only who in ſtrict terms 


* be called poor; for, as ſhe was wont to ſay, © It was che 
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« of the greateſt benefits that could be done to mankind, to free 
d them from the cares and anxieties that attend a narrow for- 
« tue :” In purſuance of theſe generous ſentiments, ſhe has been 
often known to make large preſents to perſons who were not 
 eppreſſed with the leaſt extremes of indigence. And with regard 
to thoſe whoſe circumſtances were ſuch, that accepting alms 
might have put their modeſty to fome pain, ſhe ſtudied to ſpare 
their bluſhes, while ſhe reheved their wants. When one ſuch 
perſon of her acquaintance was in ſome diſtreſs, ſhe contrived to 
loſe at play a ſum of money ſufficient to ſupply the neceſlity of 
the caſe. This was, perhaps, the only time ſhe touched. à card 
in her life. She poſſeſſed, in an eminent degree, the act of giv- 
ing, a nobler accompliſhment than the art of enjoying, on which 
one great poet of antiquity compliments another j. For ſhe 
knew how to heighten every favour, by the ready and obliging 
manner in which ſhe conferred it. Indeed to the poor ſhe ſcem- 
ed a miniſtering angel: her goodneſs prevented their requeſts þ ; 
and ſmiles, gentle language, and the warmeſt expreſſions of good 
will, always accompanied her actions of mercy. . The diſtreſſed 
were encouraged to difcloſe all their wants, by the kindeſt afur- 
anccs of relief; and ſhe treated them with the ſweetneſs and eaſy 
goodneſs of a friend, rather than the ſuperiority of a benefactor ; 
mor was ſhe inclined to take offence at the appearance of ingrati- 
tude in her dependents. When ſhe chanced to overhear ſome 
unthankful poor, entertained at her fervant's table, murmur at 


} Di tibi divitias dederint, artemque fruendi. | 
+ Theſe bands vill ſhortly be fi and uſeleſs in the grave, that are 
7:0W capable of dift -ivuting to the nec gf ties of the poor and affiifted. I 
4000 rj give me the glad commiſſion, O ſend me the ready meſſen- 
ger of conſolation to their wants and diflreſs. Hear ti eir bleſſings and 
£7.09! » for me: before they aſked, I bave heard their wants, 
From an addreſs to God in the Author's manuſcript- 
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their food, though ſhe had fed on the ſame herſelf, ſhe only put 
this gentle conſtruction on their behaviour, . That they expect- 


« ed ſomething better than ordinary from her table.” And ſhe 
was ſo far from reſenting this indecent delicacy of appetite, that 
ſhe did not, even at that time, omit the alms ſhe uſually gave 


when any indigent perſons were entertained at her houſe. 


It is aſtoniſhing how the moderate eſtate Mrs Rowe was poſ- 
ſeſſed of, could ſupply ſuch various and expenſive benefactions; 


and her own ſenſe of this once broke out to an intimate friend; 


« I am ſurprized,” ſaid ſhe to her, « how it is poſſible my eſtate 
« ſhould anſwer all theſe things, when | conſider what I do! and 
« yet I never want money.” This ſhe only ſpoke to give honour 
to the divine bleffing, which, as ſhe was wont to acknowledge 
with great piety, apparently protected her from loſſes, and proſ- 
pered all her affairs. For it would be extreme injuſtice, to inter- 
pret her expreſſions of gratitude to the goodneſs of Provence, in 
a different manner ; fince her great care to conceal her charities 
from the obſervation of mortals, gives the higheſt evidence that 
no love of human applauſe tainted the purity of her benevolent 
diſpoſitio1-s, Indeed, her modeſty and averſion to the appearance 
of ſhew and oſtentation, cauſed her to caſt ſuch a veil of ſecrecy 
over her beneficent actions, that I fear many of them, highly wor- 
thy to be known and imitated by poſterity, muſt remain conceal- 
ed ſrom the world, until that day when they ſhall be rewarded 
in the fight of the whole univerſe, by the omniſcient Judge who 
was alone witneſs to them. 

Sach an aſſemblage of virtues as united in Mrs Rowe's charac- 
tzr, could only be the offspring of piety. This divine principle 
dilcovered itfclf very early in her mind; and ſince Mr Grove 
wrote the former part of theſe memoirs, 1 have received freſh 
eudence to confirm his obſer vation, that it is not improbable the 
liſt dawaings of reaſon guided her to acknowledge and adore the . 
Author of her being, and commence that uniform and exemplary 
wurle of obedience to his laws, which, by the aſſiſtance of Hea- 
den, ſug maintained in every part of her Efe. 
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Her writings give a faithful picture of her ſoul. Her . 
humility, and ſupreme affection to God; her faith in his promi- 
ſes, and dependance on his providence chop zeal for his glory, and 
love to the holineſs of his laws, appear in the ſtrongeſt light in 
ber works; and particularly in her Devotions, publiſhed ſince her 
death by the reverend Dr Watts. Bur as it would too much 
ſwell theſe memoirs to tranſcribe her ſentiments on theſe heads, 
I ſhall only relate the means ſhe made uſe of to cultivate thoſe ex- 
cellent diſpoſitions ; with the addition of ſome paſſages from her 

_ manuſcripts, that have not yet been communicated to the public, 

She devoted herſelf to the ſervice of Heaven in a ſolemn coves 
nant F. In this ſhe imitated the example of her pious mother, to 
whoſe facred engagement of this kind Mrs Rowe has made this 
addition, which evidently appears by the hand to be written in 
her younger years. 

« My God, and my father's God, who Js covenant and 
c mercy to a thouſand generations, I call thee to witneſs, that 
cc with all the ſincerity of my foul 1 conſent tothis covenant, and 
« ſtand to the ſolemn dedication made of me 25 my baptiſm: 
« And to this 

« 1 God's high name my awful witneſs make. 

* And thus with the utmoſt willingneſs and joy, 1 ſubſcribe with 
« my hand to the Lord.“ : E. SINGER. 

And beneath, in the ſame paper, ſhe writes thus: « Renewed 
„ Sept. 1728. When I am ſtanding befo@ the judge of all the 
« earth, to be ſentenced for all eternity, let this contract be an 


& evidence that I renounce the world, and take the ſupreme 
« God for my portion and happineſs.” « 

Her manuſcript alſo affords the following larger renewal of c 
this ſacred covenant. | 6 
Let me renew my vows to thee, let me repeat the had ob- 40 
« ligation; let my ſoul collect its powers; let me, if poſſible, « 
« make my ties more ſtrong—more entirely devote myſelf to « 
& thee. Wich what genera do I r on Ma obligations [ « 
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3 have to be thine! I bleſs the ſacred engagement, and would 
* not be free for ten thouſand worlds. I never knew a happy 
« moment until I was thine ; all my joys are dated from that 


« bleſt period ; from thence they took their ſpring, and from 
« thence they will for ever flow. Oh! therefore let me joyful- 
« Iy.renew my vows to thee; let angels inſtruc me how to 
« confirm them; let them teach me their forms, and give me 
« their flames; let all be noble and pathetic, and ſolemn as their 
« immortal vows. I would bind myſelf beyond the ties that 


« mortals know. — But I cannot ſpeak with the ardour I wiſh; 


« { cannot find words to expreſs the vehemence of my ſaul; but 
« oh! thou who canſt underſtand thoſe deſires which language 
« fails me to utter, accept the ſincerity of my heart, regard and 
« accept my vows; and oh! let them be confirmed for ever. 

© Attend, ye angels! let heaven and earth hear me!] let the 


r moſt high God, the poſſeſſor of heaven and earth, himſelf be 
4 my witneſs ! for even to him 1 dare appeal, from whom no diſ- 


Lad 
* 


guiſe can veil my thoughts; even thy ſacred name I dare at- 


« teſt, whoſe favour is my hope, and whoſe frown is the only 
te thing I can fear. Yet my words are not the effect of terror, 


« and diftreſs, but of reaſon and of love. No action of my life 


« was ever more deliberate and voluntary. My ſoul gives its 
entire aſſent, and offers up all its powers ; I make no reſerve, 


Cod 
* 


« thou haſt my whole, my ML, heart. 

O thou that lookeſt down from the exaltations of thy Ma- 
« jeſty, that rideſt upon the heavens in thy excelleney; and from 
«. thence doſt not diſdain to be a father to the fatherleſs, and the 
t judge of the widow; I come to thee, deſtitute, forlorn, and a- 
© bandoned of every name of joy or confidence upon earth. I have 
* found all the ſpecious titles and relations among men to be va- 
«nity and a lie: But I rejoice in the conviclion, I bleſs the hap- 
« py circumſtance, that has thrown a reproach on all human 
« truft ; that has broke my engagements with every thing he- 
4 low, and forced me, friendleſs and defenceleſs, to fly to thee. 
« Oh! receive me with the affection of a father: Take me in- 


* 


to thy tendereſt care and protection. Oh! remember thy co- 
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« venant with my pious anceſtors, to be a God to them, and 
<« their ſeed after them, by an everlaſting covenant, Thy com- 


| * paſſions exceed thoſe of the teudereſt relation on earth; thou 
& doſt delight to exerciſe loving-kindneſs and truth in the earth; 


% thou art the God of all grace and conſolation : theſe are thy 


< free, thy natural operations. Fury is not in thee ; thy name, 
te thy boaſted name, is LOVE; and thou doſt never deviate 
© from its gentle dictates; it is the beginning and end of all thy 
& works, the glorious end thou hadſt Ronda eternity in view; 
< thou doſt not withdraw thy eyes from this deſign, but haſt ſet 
te thy heart upon it from everlaſting to everlaſting. Goodneſs 
« and compaſſion for ever flow from thee : thou canſt not re- 
« ſtrain thoſe glorious emanations ; they will and muſt for ever 
fr eam from thee, the infinite abyſs, the ſpring of goodneſs, 
&* the ſum, the plenitude of joy, its never failing ſource. 

* Oh, thou haſt purchaſed my ſoul with thy own blood; be. 
tc fore God and angels, I put it into thy cuſtody ; with thee J 
et ſolemnly depoſite the ſacred pledge, into thy hand I commit 
« the precious treaſure ; it is my all, my very being; Oh, form 
« it after thy pleaſure, and ſccure it from the ſtratagems of hell. 
& ] am ſurrounded with danger, and a thouſand unſeen ſpares 
« attend me; 1 have but one caſt for eternity. Look with eyes 
« of pity on my impotence and diſtreſs ; I fly to thee, let me 
« find a hiding-place from the wind, a covert from the tempeſt. 


« [ am nor, I cannot be my own keeper; fleſh and blood is 


« too weak to ſtruggle with principalities and powers, and the 
ic rulers of darknels in high places; the combination is too ſtrong 
e for unaſſiſted nature to conquer. Thou knoweſt my ſtrength 
« is but weakneſs, my wiſdom folly, my natural light all dark- 
„ neſs. I know not the next ſtep before me, and if 1 Kumble, ic 
« will bring reproach on thy holy ways, 

am of the Lord's fide; I am in league with thee againſt 
« the*confederacy of hell: I liſt myſelf under thy banners, to op- 
«© poſe the kingdom of darkneſs; give me ſtrength and wiſdom 
« to encounter all oppoſition ; let me never be left to my own 
conduct, or diſhonour thy cauſe by any weakneſs or inadver- 
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ee teney: 0 thou that doſt not ſlumber nor ſleep, watch my go. 
<« ings, and let none of my footfteps ſlide, O fountain of love 


« and grace, let me feel thy preſent influences. There is no re- 
« lation in all nature ſo near, as that between God and a virtu- 
« ous mind: and wilt thou not adorn it with thoſe graces which 


« are capable of being improved for ever ? 


« In the name of the Lord God of hoſts, the God of the ar- 
mies of Iſrael, let me conquer the principalities and powers of 
« darkneſs. I have taken thy word for my defence, I have fled 
to the name of the Lord for ſafety ; let me rejoice, let me tri- 


'v umph in that ſanctuary, nor know a thought of diffidence or 


« fear. Let me hope againſt hope, believe above belief, with 
« confidence werthy of that power on which 1 truſt, and of that 


« veracity which is engaged to prete& me. Be the powers of 


« hell confounded, while I make my boaſt in the Lord, and re- 
« joice in thy ſalvation ! | 
« [ can, I muſt, I dare ſet to my ſeal, that God is true. I 
« need not ſcruple to affirm what thou haſt atteſted; 1 may, 
« without heſitation, give my affent to the words of the living 
« God, Ler not my footſteps Aide, keep me in the ways of life 
« and ſalvation, direct every motion, for thou art my only coun» 
« ſellor. Leave me not to chooſe for myſelf; give me no ad- 
« vantage but what | may employ for thy glory; cancel every 
« prayer that has not been agreeable to thy will. I retract eve- 
« ry petition whoſe ſucceſs will not centre in thy intereſt ; it is 
„ thee, and not myſelf, I would honour ; it is thee 1 would live 
« and die for, Make thy own terms, let them be what they 
„will, 1 take thee for my only portion for this life, and to all 
eternity: and with full conſent [ ſubſcribe with my hand to 
« the Lord.“ | | 
* Sept. IT. 1725. | : E. Rowe, 
She practiſed ſecree prayer three FRO a day, as appears by this 
reſolution taken from her manuſcript : © At morning, at noon, 
and at night, I will praiſe m"—_ and pay wy conſtant OI 


SRC. td. . a ator 
* Mrs Rowe's birth-day V | 
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« to the ſupreme and independent Being.” And as ſhe was 
wont to ſay, „ That we ought to conſecrate our brigheſt inter- 
& vals to the ſervice of Heaven ;” agreeably to theſe juſt ſenti- 
ments, ſhe employed thoſe parts of che day in which ſhe believed 
the powers of the mind moſt free and active, as ſeaſons of holy 
retirement : but (as far as I could judge,) her devotions were 
rather frequent, than protraed to ſuch an undue length, as 
might tend to diſtra & the attention, and fatigue and exhauſt the 
ſpirits; a fault into which ne pious perſons have 0 a 
fallen. 

She had an high veneration and love to the Lord's day, which, 


abſtaining from worldly affairs and pleaſures, ſhe wholly conſe-. 


ſecrated to the ſervice of religion. No flight indiſpoſition, nor 


any ſeverity of weather, prevented her conſtant attendance on 


public worſhip; at which her attentive and reverend behaviour 
ſhewed the utmoſt compoſure and elevation of foul. She alſoyin 


Imitation of our bleſſed Saviour's example of doing good on the 
Sabbath, ſanctified the Lord's day, by entertaining a ſet of poor 


people at her houſe, and by an abundant diſtribution of charity, 
But her devout regard to the public worſhip of God will beſt ap- 


pear by the following paſlage extracted from the manuſcript vo- 


lume of her devotions, which 1 have ſo often cited. 

« I ſolemnly ſet apart one day in the week, (if poſſible "RE 
< day), for my retired devotions, to prepare myſelf for the no- 
dc ble employment of public worſhip : and then Jet all the pow- 
« ers of my ſoul be exerciſed in love and — Let 
« me make more ſenſible approaches to the propitious Being, 
« whom, unſeen, I love; and let him fill me with the ineffable 
<& delights his preſence affords, and make me joyſul in the houſe 
« of prayer: let me be abundantly ſatisfied with the fatneſs ol 
< his · houſe, and drink of the rivers of his pleaſure.” 

She never neglected any opportunity of partaking at the holy 
communion, for which ſhe had the higheſt affeHian and reve. 
rence; and the ſame manuſcript will ſhew what virtuous reſolu- 
dions ſhe made at ſuch ſacred ſeaſons, 

„With every ſacrament let me renew my ſtrength, and with 
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u the bread of life receive immortal vigour, Let me remember 


« the vows of God, and at my return to the world, let me 
« commit my ways to thee. Let me be ablolutely reſigned to 
e thy providence, nor once diſtruſt thy goodneſs and fidelity. 


Let me be careful for nothing, but with prayer and ſupplica- | 


« tion make my wants known to thee, Let the moſt awful 
« ſenſe of thy prelence dwell on my heart, and always keep.me 
« in a ſerious diſpoſition, Let me be merciful and jut in my 
actions, calm and regular in my thoughts; and oh! do thou 
« fet a watch on my mouth, and keep the door of my lips. 
« Let me ſpeak evil of no man; let me advance the reputation 
« of the virtuous, and never be ſilent in the praiſe of merit, 
« Let my tongue ſpeak the language of my heart, and be guid- 
« ed by exact truth, and perfect ſincerity. Let me open my 
hands wide to the wants of the poor, in full confidence that 
« my heavenly Father will ſupply mine; and that the high Poſ- 
« ſeffyr of heaven and earth will not fail to reſtore, in the hour 
« of my diſtreſs, what I have parted with for his fake. 

“ O let thy grace be ſufficient for me, and thy ſtrength be 
© manifeſt in my weakneſs. Be preſent with we in the hour of 
4 temptation, and confirm the pious reſolutions thou haſt enabled 
© me to form.“ | 

She had an inexpreſſible love and veneration for the holy ſcrip- | 
tures, and was aſſiduous in the reading of them; particularly the 
New Teſtament, the Pſalms, and thoſe parts of the prophetical 
writings which relate to our bleſſed Saviour. For ſome time 
before her death, ſhe ſcarce read any thing but theſe ſacred books, 
and practical treatiſes on religious ſubjects. She was alſo wont 


to aſſiſt her improvement in virtue, and the Chriſtian life, by 


frequent meditations on the bleſſedneſs of a future ſtate, the per = 
fections of God, particularly his infinite goodneſs and mercy in 


the redemption of the world by Jeſus Chriſt, and on other im- 
portant parts of religion, which appeared beſt ſuited to promote 
| . and Holy diſpoſitions, And beſides theſe her uſual.c cxer- 


Ce 
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exerciſes of piety, in the latter part of her life, ſhe obſerved ſome 
Rated ſeaſons of abſtinence and extraordinary devotion, 
The fervour of her zeal in the cauſe of religion, was beyond 


the rate of common examples. As ſhe could not command her 


tears of tranſport, when ſhe was witneſs to any eminent inſtance 
of piety, fo the finking ſtate in which the intereſt of Heaven 
now appears, rent her very ſoul; and as ſhe ſaw, with inex- 


preſſible grief, the fatal advances of infidelity in this nation, ſhe 


ſpoke with the higheſt eſteem and gratitude of thoſe excellent 


perſons, who; in the preſent age, have defended Chriſtianity by 


their learned writings, and truly venerated them as yon bene 
jactors to mankind, 

Mrs Rowe ſcemed born for the practice of ſublime and aſcetic 
piety ; it was the ſupreme pleaſure of her life ; yet her own words 
aſſure us, that ſhe did not fet too high a value on ſtrong emo- 
tions of the paſſions, and religious fervours; nor was tempted 
ed by the love of devotion to prefer it to ſocial virtue. For, ſhe 
thus expreſſes herſelf, in a letter to a noble friend, I have 
« wrote no pious meditations of late. The warmth of devotion, 
% perhaps, as well as other paſſions, decline with life; but I hope 
« the calm, the reaſonable, and ſolid part of religion, will be 


6 ſtill improved.” And in another letter to the ſame lady, ſhe: 


ſays, „I have no reſtitution to make; nor the leaſt known inju- 
„% ry to repair. I lay a much greater ſtreſs on this part of reli- 
gion that regards mankind, than 1 do on any height of devo- 
« tion, as neceſſary as | think it to reconcile the mind to death.” 


Ste affected no kind of fſingularity or appearance of ſeverity, 


nor preſumed to cenſure,thofe who came not up, to that ſtrict- 
neſs to which ſhe obliged herſelf. And ſhe was fo far from im- 
poling any methods of devout life which ſhe herſelf uſed, on o- 


thers, to whom, on account of their difference of temper, and 


deeper engagements in the buſineſs of the world, they might be 


inexvpedient, that ſhe did not recommend, or, I think, fo much 


as mention them to her moſt intimate friends; but, on the con- 


trary, ſtudied concealment ſo much, that it is only from her ma- 


nuſcript, and the information of her ſervauſt,, (from whom they 
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conld not be hid,) that 1 have arrived at OR of the 


oreater part of them, ſince her death. 

She poſſeſſed a large meaſure of that ſerenity and — of 
temper, which ſeem naturally to low from conſcious virtue, and 
the hopes of the divine favour. This happy diſpoſition of mind, 


which is more than once recommended in the facred writings, 


and is ſo great an ornament to fincere piety, continued with Mrs 
Rowe to her laſt moments, and was never interrupted by any of 
thoſe fantaſtic diſorders that fo often cloud the imaginations of 
the ſofter ſex; ſo that (excepting ſome intervals of virtuous grief, 
occaſioned by her devout and ſocial affeRions). her whole life ſeem. 
ed not only a conſtant calm, but a perpetual ſun-ſhine, and every 
hour of it ſparkled with good humour and innoffenſive gaiety. 
As it may ſeem improper to relate the particular ſentiments of 


2 lady who was not verſed in controverſial divinity, or the eru- 


dition of the ſchools, on ſubjects that have divided the learned and 
religious world; I will only take the liberty to ſay, that ſhe open- 
ly avowed what appeared co her to be truth, and defended it with 
warmth ; yet the ſweetneſs of her diſpoſition made her incapable 
of the impious raſhnefs of thoſe, who, without mercy, pronounce 
a ſentence of damnation on all who diſſent from them in abſtruſe 
and diſputable points: but ſhe expreſſed herſelf as if it was leſs 
neceſſary to guard againſt the contrary extreme. For ſhe ſays, in 
one of her letters, My charity is very large, and from this ca- 
« tholic ſpirit J have often cannonized ſome Libertine or Atheiſt 
« for a great ſaint.” Her love of piety was not confined to thoſe 
of her own party in religion; and it ought to be related as an 
exemplary inſtance of Chriſtian moderation, that ſhe continued all 
the latter part of her life in conſtant communion with ſome 
who differed from her in articles which ſhe thought of great im- 
portance; though ſhe was frequently ſolicited to an oppoſite con- 
duct, by perſons of a more narrow ſpirit ; and could not eſcape 
cenſure for her adherence to the charity of the goſpel. And as 
her zeal did in no part of her life degenerate into religious *fury, 


ſo, towards the cloſe of it, her gentle and charitable diſpoſitions 
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increaſed, and ſhe ſeemed to be viſibly ripening into the temper 
of that bleſſed region to which ſhe was ſoon to be removed. 
Aer friendſhips were founded on virtue, but not a perfect a- 
greement in thoſe leſſer matters which divide us as Chriſtians and 
Engliſhmen; in which ſhe ſhewed a generous mind, elevated a- 
bove the mean principles of party and bigotry. She was favour- 
ed with the eſteem and acquaintance of the Counteſs of Winchel- 
ſea, the Viſcounteſs Weymouth, the Viſcounteſs Scudamore, the 
Lady Carteret, the Lady Brooke, the Honourable Mrs Thynne, 
the Earl of Orrery, Dr Keane, Lord Biſhop of Bath and Wells, 
Sir Richard Blackmore, Dr Watts, Mr Prior, Mr Grove, &c. 
But above all, ſhe poſſeſſed the higheſt degree of friendſhip with 
another illuſtrious ornament of the age, which as it began as ſoon 
as ever her Iadyſhip was capable of this generous paſlion, ſo it 
continued without the leaſt interruption to the laſt moments of 
Mrs Rowe's life. Apd it gives me great pleaſure, that | can con- 
clude the character of a lady, whoſe memory ought to be moſt 
dear to me, with this teſtimony to her virtue and merit ; that her 
life was honoured with the friendſhip, and her death lamented 
with the tears of the Counteſs of Hertford *. | 


* Now her Grace Frances Dutchefs of Somerſet, 
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TO MRS ELIZABETH SINGER. 
| | ON HER DIVINE POEMS, 
| July, 19. 1706. 
1 | 
N the fair banks of gentle Thames 
I tun'd my harp; nor did celeſtial themes 
Refuſe to danee upon my ſtrings : 
There beneath the evening-ſky, 
 I-ſung my cares aſleep, and rais'd my wiſhes high! 
| To everlaſting things. 
Sudden from Albion's weſtern coaſt 
Harmonious notes came gliding by, - | 
The neighb'ring ſhepherds knew, the ſilver found ; : 
Tis Philomela's voice, the neighb'ring ſhepherds cry, 
| At once my ſtrings all ſilent lie, 


At once my fainting muſe was loſt, 
r In the ſuperior ſweetneſs drown'd. 
1 In vain I bid my tuneful pow'rs unite; 


My ſoul retir'd, and left my tongue, 
J was all ear, and Philomela's ſong 
Was all divine delight, 
N | 1 | 
Now be my harp for ever dumb, LY. 1 
My muſe attempt no more. Twas long age 
1 bid adieu to mortal things, 
To Grecian tales, and wars of Rome; 7 
*T'was long ago I broke all but th' immortal rings: ; 
Now thoſe immortal ſtrings have no employ, 
Since a fair angel dwells below, 
To tune the notes of Heav'n, and propagate the] joy. 
Let all my powers with awe profound, 
: While Philomela ſings, 
Attend the rapture of the ſound, 
And my devefion riſe on her ſeraphic wings. 2 | 
| I. WartT%, | 
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TO MRS ROWS. 
"ON HER EXCELLENT POCMS: 


Track me the art, fair regent of the ſoul, 
To raiſe the paſſions, or at will, controul ; 
That heav'nly art which can our cares beguile, 
Make envy pleas'd, and penſive ſorrow ſmile. 
Circe with magic ſpells the foul could bind, 
And change the ſhape : here the reverſe we find ; 
The brute, transform'd by you, aſſumes a nobler kind. 
O had I but thy voice, and kill, and tyre ! 
Soon would I ſet the liſt' ning fwains on fire. 
Virtue's majeſtic form before their eyes, 
Her lovely train, her palace in the ſkies, 
And high refulgent throne, ſhould ſtand confeſt, 
And with aſpiring wiſhes ſwell each breaſt, 
The tenants of the grove, a tuneful throng, 
Should ceaſe their lays, to hear my ſweeter ſong z 
Thyſelf, too, tranſports feel, before unknown, 
And, in another, praiſe what was thine on: 
Elſe the too modeſt nymph will ne'er believe, 
How ſoft the ſtrains! the joys how vaſt they give! 
But while th' admiring audience fit around, 
And faint beneath the rapture of the ſound, 
Calm and unaw'd, the will herſelf appear, 
And think we flatter what ſhe ſcarce can bear. 
Fond wiſhes theſe ! to think ſhe would impart 
Heaven's inſpirations, like the rules of art; 
Or truſt to any mean unſkilfal hand, 
(The ſpeaking ſtrings thar knows not to command) 
The golden gift, a welcome preſent made 
By Gabriel, who with grace celeſtial ſaid, 
« Hail, thou of Heav'n belov'd ! this harp is thine, 
« So often ſet to hymns and airs divine; x 
Still let it ſacred be to praiſe and love; 
«- *Twill kindle ar dours pure as ours above, 


; 
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cc Aſſiſt thy riſing ſoul, and bear her flight 
% Beyond the rolling ſpheres, to realms of endleſs light. 
« Morning and ev'ning let me meet thee there.” 


No more he 9 mix d unſeen with air. 
| HENAT Gr. 


TO MRS ROWE. 
AFTER HER RECOVERY FROM THE SMALL-POX. 
An Ode. | 


Prxuir, great awful ſoul, the muſe, 
The rough, unpractis'd muſe, to bring 
Her humble joy upon her feeble wing, 
Nor the bold addreſs refuſe ; 
Weak though her wings, and faint her fire, 
Vet true the heart, and ardent the deſire. 
O! could I rife and ſoar like thee, 
On ſounding pinions through the Kies; 
My daring muſe ſhould hail th' auſpicious fate, 
In notes that would the liſt'ning world ſurpriſe 2 
And proud in pompous harmony, 
With ſolemn and majeſtic ſtate, 
Should bring an off” ring that might we ; 
Worthy Heav'n, and worthy thee, 
Cruel diſeaſe ! that doſt not ſpare 
The Great, the Witty, or the Fair ! ! 
Bleſt Maria's royal charms 
Yielded to thy hideous arms : | 
From us at once thou didft remove * 
To the brighter realms above | c 
That heav'n of beauty and of love. 
Thou didſt attack th* Imperial crown, 
And ſtrike the Roman eagle down. 
Proud Gallia wears a mournful face, 
To fee her haughty Bourbon race, 
Fel. IV. Dd 5 
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Her boaſted heirs reduc'd by thee 
To a weak infant-progeny. 

Young Churchill felt thy poiſon'd art 
Pierce his gen'rous, tender heart, 


Drop'd in life's advancing bloom, 


Nor ſaw his mighty father's doom: 
Europe freed, and France ſubdu'd, 
And the old Engliſh gratitude ; 


 Curg'd by thoſe his courage ſav'd, 


By ev'ry ſenſeleſs coward brav'd; 
All his god-like acts diſprais'd, 
Sunk by the pow'r his virtue rais'd: 
Vet juſt poſterity ſhall call 
The hero greater by his fall. 

Ah ! th' laurel'd Poet's breath, 


That ſaves the Patriot's name trom death, 


Stopt by thy relentleſs pow'r, 


Cruel diſeaſe ! is heard no more, 


Bright Orinda ! ſacred name, 


Sacred to virtue, and to fame! 


Yet we lament her deſtiny, 

Bright Orinda fell by thee. | 

Cruel diſeaſe! that doſt not ſpare 

The Great, the Witty, or the Fair! 
Bur vacant thrones are fill'd again; 

New heroes with their warlike train 

Triumph on the hoſtile plain, 

Ev'n bright Orinda's harmony, 

Great Philomel, 's ſupply'd by thee: 

Thy double portion of her fire, 

:Kindles ſoft joys and pure deſire. 

Fav'rite of the tuneful Nine ! 

Sweet the notes! the thoughts divine! 


T-iuch already has been giv'n | 
By thee, inſpir'd by bounteous Heav'n.; 


3 
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Now o'erjoy'd we hope for more 
From thy wit's unmeaſur'd ſtore. | 
Still we find this gaudy town 
Without thee, a deſart grown: 
But when winter's rugged face 
The rural honouts does diſgrace, | 
Then returning home with thee e | 
A new, a wondrous ſpring we ſee, 5 | c 
Beauty, joy, and harmony. 
Forgive the thought! how happy we 
At ſuch a diſtance plac'd from thee ! 
None with their officious haſte 
Told the danger, till *twas palt ; 
Our ſympathizing ſouls were ſpar'd, 
Nor thy Delia's torments ſhar d; 
Yet with horror we dilate 
On the near impending fate, 
When thou ſhalt to death ſubmit, 
Who ſhall ſupply thoſe eyes and wit? 
Ne'er again we hope to find y 
Two ſuch heav'nly wonders join'd, c 
So fair a face, ſo bright a mind! 
Kind diſeaſe ! that once didſt ſpare, 
The Great, the Witty, aud the Fair! : 
Sept. 8. Ijin —  Jo$EPH SrANDENe 
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TO MRS ROWE. 


ON HER EXCELLENT POEMS. 


WuLe Phoebus fav'rite ſons in lofty lays 
Attune their lyres to Philomela's praiſe, 

Will the fair faint without a frown receive 
The humble homage verſe like mine can give ? 
Virtuous my zeal, if in th' attempt 1 fail, 

In dutcous ſtrains diſtinguiſh'd worth to hail. 


— — 
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Conſummate miſtreſs of the tune ful art! 
To thee the Nine their various gifts impart; 
Teach thee alike with matchleſs {kill t inſpire 
The rural reed, or touch the courtly lyre ; 
And bid thy verſe with blended beauties pleaſe, 
Sweetneſs with ſtrength, and majeſty with eaſe. 
What ſhining ſenſe in pureſt diction told! 
The current limpid, and the bottom gold. 
What glowing figures warm with heav'oly flame! 
What happy judgment, fancy's rage to tame 
Bold as the flight of the“ Dacazan ſwan, 
Whoſe darling pinions earth's low ſcenes diſdain ; 
Wild, unconfin'd, he wantons, roams; and ſoars, 
And leaves the ſtars behind, in his unbounded courſe; - 
Yet ſoftly {weet, thy melting numbers move, 3 | 
As when the + Leſbian tunes her lute to love; 
When gentle harmony, and eaſy art, | 
Zooth every ſenſe, and. ſteal upon the heart. 
Thy meaneſt worth, the gift of tuneſul lays, 
To uſe that gift aright, thy nobler praiſe ; 
To own the Giver, and direct thy ſongs, 
To the high themes that dwell on ſeraphs tongues- 
In faithful verſe to bid bright virtue ſhine 
Fair as ſhe looks to angels eyes, and thine; + 
And audient of her lore, beneath the ſky, 
Th' immortal ſtrains of paradiſe to try; 
This praiſe ſhall laſt, when Homer's fame decays, 
And vengeful fire o'er total nature preys; 
When ev'ry work of man, in equal ſcales 
Juſt Heav'n ſhall weigh, and all but virtue fails, 
Then impious poets, who, profane of heart, 
To flatter vice debas'd the heav'nly art, 
Shall weep their blaſted bays, and howl below, 
Amiaſt their kindred 


ends, in gulphs of wo, 


— 
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Not ſo the bard who guilty laurels ſhunn'd, 
Whoſe daring muſe the cauſe of virtue own'd; 
Immortal palms his honour'd brow ſhall grace, 
God own his worth, and angels ſpeak his praiſe. 
This, Philomela, all the fame you ſeek, 

For this you ev'ry fond engagement break ; 

For thiz from ſure applauſe to ſhades retire, 

To conſecrate to Heav'n your hallow'd lyre. 
Content while God approves, you pleas'd forego - 
Fame, wealth, and ev'ry boaſted joy below ; 

To lead the life of heav'n, to all unknown, 

Till the laſt day, when God thy deeds ſhall crown. 

Then hid no more, thy worth the world ſhall know, 
And angels loud the trump of glory blow. 

Then by th' applauding univerſe approv'd, 

By ſeraphs honour'd, and by God belov'd ; © 

Thou, virtue's friend, who duteous to her rules, 
Avow'd her cauſe, and dar'd the ſcorn of feols, 

Shalt take, though late, the great, th' immortal prize, 
Crown'd with diſtinguiſh'd honours in the ſkies: 
While brighter ſtars ſnall round thy temples ſhine, 
And near the martyr-hoſt a throne be thine, 
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OCCASIONED BY HER PRESENTING ME WIT EH MOLIERE'S 


WORK, 

Wer. may you part with Moliere's comic ſtrains, 
Whoſe poliſh'd ſoul no female fault retains; 

But might reveal'd with modeſt pride, defy 

The niceſt ſearch of his diſcerning eye. 

Wiſe without ſourneſs, without lightneſs gay, 

| Devout as angels, and as mild as they: 


Nor deeper rev'rence ſinks th? adoring quire, 


Not warmer flames theie nobleſt ſongs inſpire, Bo ? 


Than yours, when to their theme you tune the lyre. 


* 
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Quick the leaſt merit to diſcern and raiſe, 
But flow to cenſure what you cannot praiſe. 
The ſpleen o'er you ne'er ſhades his baleful ray, 1 
You till enjoy, and give unſullied day. 
No hideous pedantry with learned noiſe 
Confounds the muſic of the female voice; 
But while the wiſeſt maxims you infuſe, 
With rapture we attend, and hail the heav "ny muſe. 8 
In you religion's native beauties ſhine, 
Attra& our love, and prove its riſe divine. 
| | Courted by fame, with pleaſure compals'd round, 
it Unhurt you traverſe this inchanted ground, 
To heav'n with faintleſs ſpeed your courſe purſue, 
Nor can the gaudy ſcene from heav'n divert your vier. 
And when this darling theme your tongue employs, 2 5 


Your piercing wit the beſt good - nature ways, ? 


2 


Seraphic notions rule your charming voice, 
We hear an angel, and we taſte the joys, 

If finiſh'd ſcenes you draw of bliſs above, 
Libertines gaze, admire, begin to love, 

Confeſs him wiſe, whoſe heart and hope's on high, 
And dread their ſenſual joys at ſuch a price to buy. 
But whither would | rove—Fair faint, excuſe 

The feeble efforts of a grateful muſe, 
Which not aſpir'd a perfect draught to frame, 
But only meant to give thgſe charms, a name, 
Which late with pleaſing tranſports fill'd my ſoul, 
And bid the happy hours unnumber'd roll, | 
Faught me unmov'd to view th' unthinking fair, 
And made ev'n Moliere leſs a wit appear. 
ug | : Tao. AMORY. 
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PERSES TO THE MEMORY OF MRS ROWE. 
| BY A FRIEND, | 


4 Wut x penſive in che lonely ſhades I ſtray. 
Or through enamel'd meads purſue my way, 
A A gloomy ſorrow hangs about my heart, 
And ſudden tears o'er my dim eye- balls ſtart. 
In vain, (1 ery, ) in vain, delightful ſpring, 
Thou deck'ſt the plains, who now thy charms ſhall fng? 
Who from the various beauty of the fields, 
And ev'ry herb thy genial influence yields, 
Shall teach us their great Author to diſcern, 
And from each tree and flow'r his goodneſs learn? 
Since Philomela her laſt debt has paid, 
And cold, and ſilent, in the tomb is laid. 
No more the echoes ſhall repeat her ſong; 
Nor cryſtal riv'tets, as they glide along, 
Shall on her waters bear her tuneful lays, 
Devoted all to her Redeemer's praiſe : 
No more ſhall I her friendly converſe ſhare, 
Nor hear the dictates of her pious care. 
Yet though the bright example is remov d, 
Be its idea ſtill rever'd,. and lov'd! 
To imitate her virtue may I try, 
And on the path ſhe mark'd {till fix my eye! 
Though far behind, imperfect, and diſtreſt, 
Fain would 1 ſeck the climes of balmy reſt ; 
Where ſin no more can tempt, or pain annoy, 
Nor pining ſorrow interrupt their joy; 
Where rivers of eternal pleaſure flow, 
r. And gales of peace for ever round them blow. 
Say, could I ſee her in this happy ſtate, 
And that ſhe lives no more on earth regret? 
That freed, and victor in the glorious ſtrife, 
Mo more ſhe labours through the toil of life; 
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But wears the ſtarry crown, the bright reward, 
By God himſelf for all his ſaints prepar'd ? 
How often, when I join'd her ev'ning walk, 
Would ſhe in rapture of this period talk! 
How oft the fetters of her clay bemoan, | 
And wiſh them broke, impatient to be gone | 
Yet ſtill reſign'd to wait th' appointed day, 
Nor dar'd to murmur at her fate's delay. 
The thought of earthly bliſs ſhe long had fled, 
Deſirous to be number*d with the dead, 
And meet her dear Alexis on that ſhore, 
Where fear of parting can torment no more. 
Faithful to him ſhe from the world retir'd, 
Though by that world diſtinguiſn'd and admir d. 
In ſolitude ſhe paſs'd the circling days, 
Fearleſs of cenſure, negligent of praiſe, 
In contemplation all her hours were ſpent, 
Her thoughts on heav'nly objects ever bent, 
Till by the hand of death from hence remov'd, 
Whoſe dart ſhe met in the retreat ſhe lov'd. 
Obſcure and peaceful may her aſhes ly, 
i No marble pomp attract the curious eye 
i Nor weeping angel ſhall her grave adorn, 
. And teach the careleſs paſſenger to mourn; 
No ſun-burnt pilgrim from afar ſhall come, 
With ſuperſtitious rites to hail her tomb; 
Nor ſhining tapers through the gloom of night, 
Upon her urn diffuſe a trembling light. 
Her worth a far more laſting fame ſhall give, 
j Her wor th in ev'ry virtuous breaſt ſhall live, 
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ON THE DEATH OF MRS AON E. 


Accerr, illuſtrious ſhade ! theſe artleſs lays, 
The muſe a tribute to thy mem'ry pays; a 
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Thy loſs, to no one private grief confin' d, 
Demands the gen'ral ſorrow of mankind. _ 
Oft did intrigue its guilty arts unite, 
To blacken the records of female wit; 
The tuneful ſong loſt ev'ry modeſt grace, 
And lawleſs freedoms triumph'd in their place. 
The muſe, for vices not her own accus'd, 
With bluſhes view'd her ſacred gifts abus'd : 
Thoſe gifts for nobler purpoſes deſign'd, 
To raiſe the thoughts, and moralize the mind, 
The chaſte delights of virtue to inſpire, 
And warm the boſom with ſeraphic fire, 
Sublime the paſſions, lend devotion wings, 
And celebrate the firſt great cauſe of things. 
Theſe glorious taſks were Philomela's part, 
Who charms the fancy, aud who mends the heart, 
In her was ev'ry bright perfection join'd. | 
What e'er adorns, or dignifies the mind; 
Her's ev'ry happy elegance of thoughr, 
Refin'd by virtue, as by genius wrought 2 -. 
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Each low-born tare her pow'rful ftrains controul, 1 


And wake the nobler paſſions of the ſoul. 
When to the vocal grove, or winding ſtream, 


She hymn'd th' Almighty Author of its frame, | 


Tranſported echoes bore the ſounds along, 

And all creation liſten'd to the fong, . 
Bold as when raptur'd ſeraphs ſtrike the hre, 
Chaſte as the veſtaPs conſecrated fire; + 
Soft as the balmy airs that gently play, 1 

in the calm ſun-ſet of a vernal day; 
Sublime as virtue, elegant as wit, - Y 

As fancy various, and as beauty ſwect. : 
Applauding angels with attention hung, | 
To learn the heav'sly accents from her tongue; 
They in the midnight hour beheld her riſe 
Beyond the verge of theſe inferior ſkies; 
KKK 
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Io this I'll point my firſt, my nobleſt views, 
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Where wrapt in joys to vulgar minds unknown, 

She felt a flame ecſtatic as their own. | 

Oh! while diſtinguiſh'd in the realms above, 

The bliſsful ſeats of harmony and love, 

Thy happy ſpirit joins the heav'nly throng, 

Glows with their tranſports, and partakes their ſong; 
Fix'd on my ſoul ſhall thy example grow, 

And be my genius and my guide below : 


Thy ſpotleſs ver ſe ſhall regulate my muſe. 
And oh ! forgive (though faint the tranſcript be, 
That copies an original like thee) 
My higheſt pride, my beſt attempt for fame, 
That joins my-own to Philomela's name. 
ELIz. CARTER, 
ON THE DEATH OF MRS ROWE. 


Wuar heav'nly pow'r bends o'er yon gaping grave, 
And weeps th' illuſtrious dead ſhe could not fave? 
Lo! from her flowing robes divinely bright, 

A dazzling glory gilds the ſhades of night. 

"Tis thou, Urania! the celeſtial maid 

This tribute pays to Philomela's ſhade : 

For thee, great bard, ſhe bids her ſorrows flow, 
Loſt in her grief and ecſtacy of woe. 

But hark! from her long trance the goddeſs breaks, 
And thus in wild, deſpairing accents ſpeaks. 

(Thou midnight moon, and all ye ſtarry throng, 
Retard your courſe, and hear th' immortal ſong) 
Ye ſilver floods, your murm'ring lapſe reſtrain, 

Nor roll your cryſtal volumes to the main !) 

« No more let flow'rs receive their annual birth, 
Or vernal verdure clothe the laughing earth; | 
No more, thou ſolar lamp, the day reſtore; 

Ye ſtars, the fields of ether gild no more; 


. 


Sccure of life ſhall the grave's pow'r defy, 
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Thou lunar orb, withdraw thy filver light, 
To total darkneſs give the horrid night : 
Dead is the bard, who wont from you to raiſe 
A ſong immortal to your Maker's-praife ; 

In your fair volumes ſaw the God deſign'd, 


And from his works ſung the creating mind. 


Dead is my boaſt, in whom I meant to ſhow 
What gifts the firſt of muſes could beſtow. 
Oh! ſne had pow'r the wildeſt rage to charm, 
To bend the haughtieſt, and the coldeſt warm; 
Pow'r te ſeduce unthinking crowds from blits,. 
And bid deluſion and perdition pleaſe: 


Far other her deſign; her heav'nly page 


To truth and wiſdom guides the liſt' ning age 
Undazzled by the glitt'ring pomps of ſtate, 
Not her's the part to praiſe the guilty great; 
Merit alone boaſts her unbrib'd applauſe, 
And all her art ſhe us'd in virtue's cauſe. 
Drawn by her hand, in native beauty bright 
Religion riſes lovely to the ſight. 
No more can vice, with all her borrow'd charms, 
Tempt thoughtleſs mortals to her fatal arms ; 
They for falſe bliſs no more the true deſtroy, 
Or ruſh on mis'ry, for a dream of joy. 
Ev'n death, ſupreme of terrors, now 80 
No more the object of miſtaking fears; - - 
He frees th' immortal mind-izom humble clay, 
And gives a paſſage to eternal day: 
Though dark the way, with joy they tread the road 
That leads to bliſs, to virtue, and to God. 

Such, heav*nly bard, thy works! whoſe laſting praiſe | 
Shall crown thy head with never: fading bays, 


And laſt unchang'd till time and nature die. 


Vet what to thee the fame by mortals givin? . 


To thee, at in the courts-of heav'n ? 
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Thy mem'ry ſhall ſurvive, fecure of fame, 


378 - . ELEGIES ON MRS ROWE. 


There thy leaſt glory, firſt of bards, to have ſung: . 
In accents worthy of a ſeraph's tongue; 

Thy nobler praiſe, fair ſaint, that when below 

'T hine was the god-like pleaſure to beſtow: ; 

That the prime grace, celeſtial charity, 

The firſt and faireſt daughter of the ſky, 

Thy hands extended, triumph'd in thy breaſt; 
And her great vot'ry's total ſoul poſſeſt. 

What loud laments were ſent to heav'n, that day- 
That to its earth reſtor d thy breathleſs clay! 

How did the wretched curſe the hour, that gave 
Their patron, friend, and parent to the grave 3 
Thele are thy honours! honours that can grace 
None but the foremoſt of the human race. 

Tyrants may ſleep beneath the Parian dome, 


And ſculptur'd marble breathe around their tomb ; 


Stupendous piles, whoſe turrets wound the ſky, 
May tell the world where its deſtroyers lie. 
Thy ſoul, great bard, diſdain'd the-meaner part, 
To borrow grandeur from the works of art; 
Not thine the praiſes of a flatt'ring ſtone, 
By thy ſepulchral ſtructure only known: 

Far other honours future ages owe, 

Than monumental marbles can beſtow; _ 

While wit or ſacred verſe ſhall know to charm; 
While virtue's ſelf the human breaſt ſhall warm, 


And lateſt times ſhall celebrate thy name. 


8 Lo! I, the firſt of muſes, grace thy ſhade, 
And honours give, not oft to mortals paid. 


Teſs mourn'd th' inſpiring muſe, when Leſbos pride | 


{By thee alone excell'd) fam'd Sappho-die'd. 


Mean time, while all the great and good below 
Lament their loſs in agony of woe, : | 
Th' angelic hoſts receive th” immortal ind, 
No more on earth in humble clay confin'd; 
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The ſons of heav'n the kindred ſpirit greet, 
And pleas'd, conduct thee to thy native ſeat; „ 
There pleaſures flow eternal and divine, 
And all the joys of paradiſe are thine. 
Such thy bleſt lot, and ſuch the bright reward 
For ſuch diſtinguiſhd excellence prepar' d!“ 
The goddeſs ceas'd, and in a blaze of light, 
To heav'n, her native region, urg'd her flight. 
Aug. 1737 . Nicolas MUNCKLEY.- 
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FaREw EI, O ever honour'd, ever dowd. ! 
The bard demands a ſong, the ſaint a tear. 

'Twas thine with native force to touch the heart, 
And ſcorn to ſteal a grace from rules of art: 
So raiſe the warblers of the woods their notes, 
Heav'n taught alone to ſwell their tuneful throats. 
Uunlabour d beauties deck the ſong divine, 
And ev'ry charm, inſpiring muſe, is thine : 
So boaſts ſome wilderneſs of ſweets to ſmile- 
By nature's gift, nor aſks the aids of toil. 

Eſtrang'd from flatt'ry, and to courts unknown, 
And vice thy gen'rous ſcorn, ev'n on a throne; 
Thy muſe diſdain'd the guilty great to ling, 

No ſtateman's name protan'd her ſacred ſtring : 

Thy happier choice to match the heav nly choir, 

And tune to virtue's praiſe th" ennobled lyre. #5 

Nor prais d alone, you practis'd what you ſung, 

That virtue rul'd your breaſt, which warm'd your tongue, 

From the full heart flow'd ev'ry God- like thought, | 
And thy life acted what thy numbers taught. 

O thou hadſt all that could the ſoul engage, 

Th. fire of youth chaſlen'd by ſapicnt age! 
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Gay without lightneſs, grave, yet not ſevere, 

Polite as courts, as ruſtic truth ſincere ; 
Perfection all, (as far as mortal can,) 

As ſoft as woman, and as wiſe as man, 

Fair like"the ſnowy beauty of thy mien, 

Th' unſully'd whiteneſs of thy ſoul within; 

Good without fhew, thy virtue, like thy lays, - 

Sincere of art, ſhone with unbidden grace. 

No lures of glory could thy with perſuade, - 

Fitted to ſhine in courts, you ſought the ſhade, 

Declin'd the honours worth like thine might claim, 

And hid in diſtant deſarts, fled from fame: 

In vain! for while each virtue and each muſe 

Crown'd thy retreat, fair fame their ſteps purſues. 


Conceal'd from ſight, thus ſparkling diamonds ſhine 


'Midit lonely waſtes, deep in the darkling mine; 

But hid in vain, ev'n there, with fearchipg eyes 

Men mark their beauty, and their value prize. 

Yet not applauſe could taint thy humble mind, 

To thy own worth, as other frailries, blind 

So dead to vanity, thy angel guard 

Here ceas'd their needleſs watch, nor danger ſear'd. 

Gold's glitt'ring baits; which all mankind betray, 

Thou could with undeſiring eves ſurvey ; 

Thy ſoul replete with virtue's facred ſtore, 

The world forgot, prefer'd no pray'r for more: 
Thus the rapt ſeraph, crown'd with heav'nly joys, 

Waſtes not a wiſh on all earth's lighted toys, 
Fond to commend, unknowing how to blame, 
Thy lips ne'er lcarn'd a harſher ſound to frame; 
The good with praiſe thy zealous tongue addreſt, 
Silence was all thy cenſure of the reſt, 
Thy ſoul ſerene, in all events the ſame,  - 
Scarce felt a warmth that virtues felf could blame; 
No guſt of irc diſturb'd her bleſt repoſe, 
Like Eden's Mies, where never tempeſt roſe ; _. 
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Reaſon triumphant, and the paſſions chain'd, 
Unſhaken rule the victor mind maintain'd. 
Angel to bleſs and ſave ! what faithful ſtrain | 
Can fing thy goodneſs to the ſuff ring train? 
To all the joys of luxury unknown, 
Scarcely what nature's wants requir'd. thy own, 
The poor had all the reſt ; and ſtill thy heart 
-Grudg'd nature's real wants their ſlender part. 
Studious to ſoften ev'ry human ill, | 
And all the wounds of adverſe fortune heal, 
Thy lib'ral hand-dealt happineſs around, 
Nor indigence was near thy manſion found : 
While modeſty ſtill threw a veil between 
Thy deeds and praiſe : ſo angels bleſs unſeen. _ 
O early loſt, though length of days was thine ! 
Their friend, their parent muſt the poor reſign ? 
Who now ſhall ſoothe the ſinking heart to hope, 
And blend with lenient ſweets woe's bitter cup? 
| Where ſhall the orphan's cry find pitying ears ? 
Into whoſe breaſt the widow pour her tears? 
Where modeſt merit find the gen'rous friend,, 
Prompt &er ſhe ſues the lib'ral aid to lend! 
Whole zeal to bleſs ſhall ſervile taſks repeat, 
Bind the ſaints wounds, and waſh their wearied feet, 
.Court worth in rags to ſhare her bounteous board, 
The ſervant of the ſervants of the Lord? 
Dear to thy God! while habitant on earth, 
Th' almighty goodneſs own'd thy favour'd worth, 
And bade thy life, to mingled woe unknown, 
A long-extended line of galden fate run on, 
Thus ſome fair ſtream, that from a  plentcous ſource 
Its riſe derives, maintains its happy courſe ;' | 
No baſer wave its ſilver current blends, , | 
No ruffling ſtorm from angry Heav'n deſcends; 
But ſmooth and limpid o'er the flow'ry plain 


ae 


1t rolls its lengtben'd way, and ſecks the diltant main. 
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Peace crown'd thy days, and ther propitious ſkies 
White, like the reft, bade thy laſt hour ariſe. 

Wan ſickneſs, gloomy fear, the fury, pain, 

With ſcorpion fcourge, and all death'sdireful train; 
That oft around th' expiring good man's bed n 
Terrific ſtand, and hell born horrors ſhed, | 
Rage to afflict thy mortal hour in-vain, 
Heav'n's high beheſts th* unwilling fiends reſtrain, 
Sudden, with ſcarce a pang, the vital chains 
"Break——the freed ſoul her native ſky regains, 

So falls ſome monarch oak, that flouriſh'd long 


With verdure beauteous, and with vigour ſtrong ; 


Whoſe ſpreading arms ſtretch'd o'er the gladſome plains, 
Shade to the flock, and ſhelter to the ſwain ; 

Not deſtin'd to the woes of long decay, 

While years on years roll ſad and flow away; 

At once the lifted ſteel his trunk aſſails, 


He falls, and ev'ry ſwain his loſs bewails. 


Farewel ! if 'tis the muſe's boaſt to crown 


With deathleſs fame, and virtue meets renown 3 
"While yonder orbs their meaſur'd dance purſue, 


The wiſe ſhall praiſe, the good ſhall copy you. 


ON THE DEATH OF MRS ROWE, 


Cour, all ye wiſe, and all ye virtuous, come, 
To pay due honours at this facred tomb ! 


Preſs'd by this rude, unpoliſh'd 'marble, hes 
What Philomela left beyond the ſkies, 
What though no artiſt's hand has mark'd the ſtone, 


And her fair form in breathing ſculpture ſhewn ; : 


Her weepivg friends no want of Phidias' mourn, 


Nor wiſh the Parian buſt, or pompous urn: 
Suffices this to ſhew, this earth can claim 


The ſacred relics of ſo great a name. 
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Nor need theſe lines in trite expreſſion praiſe 
The matchleſs beauties of her heav'nly lays; - 
Secure of fame, her own immortal ſong 
Speaks her the pride of the poetic throng. | 
Fitter her virtuous uſe of verſe to ſhew, ! 


= And what, ſaints laud above, commend below. 


Too mean the taſk for thy immortal lays, 

To deck the infamous in pow'r with praiſe: . 

His crimes disguis'd, no cruel tyrant ſhines 

The father of his people'in thy lines. | 

Not thine from virtue's ſacred paths. t* entice, - 

And add falſe beauties to the monſter vice; 

Not thine to bid religion's heav'nly rules 

Become the laughter of licentious fools : _ 

Thy trains, fair ſainf, teach us, from error free 

Like thee to live, and to-be bleſt like thee. 5 i | 
Thou glory of thy ſex and age, farewell! . 5 

Thy various virtues future bards ſhall tell; | 

Men yet unborn thy mem'ry ſhall revere, 

And wet thy marble with a pious tear: 

No more to thee by mortals can be givn, 3 

This earth ſhall pay—the reſt is left to Heav's, Al 
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Mocu hononr'd ſhade } while ſorrowing o'er thy urn, 
The friend, the ſiſter, and the ſaint 1 mourn, - N 
O that my lays each tuneful grace could boaſt, 
Sweet as the trains that wept Alexis loſtz 
That while 1 ſigh thy fate, and ſing thy name, 

My alter'd verſe might catch thy heavn'ly flame! 

Then with my theme my numbers ſhould agree, 
Inſpir'd by ev y muſe, and worthy thee, " | 
Fol. . + 86d 
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Fair ſhone thy form, bow fitted ro impart” 
Joy to the eye, and paſſion to the heart! 
Vet was thy ſex's pride, to lure the gaze 
With radiant beauty, but thy ſmalleſt praiſe ;- 
Exalted goodneſs, and a foul divine, 
(Immortal charms by ſeraphs lov'd) were thine.- 
So *midſt the blooming race the ſpring ſupplies, 
Smiles ſome fair flow'r deck'd with diſtinguiſh'd dyes;- 
Nor ſoothes the fight with painted pride alone, 
But wondrous virtues its gay honours crown; 
Potent to heal, the ſacred plant contains | 
Balm for our wounds, and med'cine for our pains. 
O fav'rite of the Nine! in whom conſpire, 
The Sapphic ſweetneſs, and Pindaric fire, 
What varions beauty decks thy happy ſong ! 
| Soft as thy form, and as thy virtue ſtrong. 
Smooth as the fliding ſtream, that o'er the plain, 
With ſtealing lapfe rolls on his watry train; 
And ſoftly murm'ring winds its gentle way, 
While vernal hours the temp'rate feaſon ſway :- 
Vet ſtrong, as when the wintry tempeſts pour 
The guſhing rains t' augment the liquid tore ; 
When ſwoln to rage, it foams, and roars, and mm 
And rolls reſiſtleſs violence of waves, 
Burſts like a ſwelling ocean o'er the plain, 
And thund'ring pours along impetuous to the main. 
| Whend'er thy Doric lays delight the grove 
With gen'rous friendſhip, or with guiltleſs love, 
O ſolitude ! how ſmiles thy calm retreat, 
The muſes haunt, and virtue's beſt lov'd ſeat ! 
Courts lure no more, the blaze of grandeur fades, 
And ev'ry heart fighs for thy peaceful ſhades. 
If plaintive of Alexis early doom, : 
We hear thee mourning o'er a huſband's tomb ; 
Kind, wiſe, and good, ſnatch'd from thy widow'd arms 
In all the blooming prides of manly charms; 
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What boſom bleeds not at thy moving ſtrains? 
What eye the tributary tear refrains? 

Or if thy muſe, warm'd with diviner flame, 7 
Scorn mortal themes, and ſing th' Almighty's name, 
Taught by thy verſe celeſtial heights to ſoar, 

Earth leſſens to our view, and charms no more; 
Our raptur'd breaſt thy ſacred ardour ſhare, 

Heav'n all our hope, and virtue all our care: 

While won@'ring angels from the ſkies bend down, 

To hear the ſong they ſcarce would bluſh to own. 

O born to bleſs, adorn, and mend the age! 
Thou dar'dſt for friendleſs piety engage. 1 855 
Let too well-natur'd for ſatiric rhymes, 

| 


(Thy part to weep, not laſh licentious times) 
Thy gentle muſe lambic rage declin d. 
And choſe a taſk more ſuited to thy mind : 

To paint what woe to guilty joy ſucceeds, 
And fire the breaſt with love of God«like deeds; 
Woe alien to thy days, for ever true | 
To piety, and promis'd heav'n in view; © | 
But ev'ry God-like deed thy page diſplays, =O. = 
Shone in thy living worth with rival grace. | 

O happy work which ev'ry boſom charms, 

That wit allures, or ſacred virtue warms. 

The Libertine, who loſt in guilty joys, 

Scorns Heav'n's juſt lore, and ſhuns the preacher's voice, 
Won by the artful tales of gen'rous deeds, 

Shall feel the wiſh to emulate what he reads: 

No more by vice enſlav'd, th* unfetter'd youth 

Freed by thy hand ſhall find the paths of truth; 

And ſorm'd by thee, his better hopes ſhall riſe 

On virtue's ſolid baſe, and reach the ſkies. 
So charm thy works! whoſe laſting fame ſhall 2 # 

Unblaſted laurels on thy honour'd head; 
No vulgar boaſt! yet nobler far the praiſe 
Of angel goodneſs than of angel lays . 
F f 2 
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Parnaſſus wreaths with faded luſtre ſhine, 

While palms celeſtial round thy temples twine. 
Reclus'd from all the world, and worldly care, 

Thy life's ſole bus'neſs charity and pray'r; | 


| Gold's tempting charms ne er gave thy breaſt ro-glow, 


Who knew no uſe ot wealth, but to beſtow. 


The ſtore Heav'n lent thy lib'tal bounty ſpread, 


Cloath'd were the naked, and the famiſh'd fed; 


Sav'd by thy hand, the widow wip'd her eye, 


And orphans breafts forgot the frequent figh : 


Parent to pity, patron to relieve, 


Merit ne er mourn'd, while you had more to give. 
Be witneſs, O thou charitable door, EW 

Which ever op'd, receiv'd the crowding poor, 

That never ſuff ring virtue's weeping train 

Before thy threſhold breath'd their wants in vain! 
Aſſiſt me, O celeſtial muſe, to paint 


The holy fervours of th' adoring ſaint ! 
Her hours of heav'nly converſe, pray*r, and praiſe, 655 
(The largeſt, beſt-· ov d portion of her days) 


When proſtrate low ſhe pour'd her ſoul to God, 
All rapt to heav'n, and like a ſeraph glow'd—— 
But ceaſe, my lays, nor dare the ſubjeQ try, 
Gueſs it, ye ſaints, if thought can reach ſo high! 
Ve miniſters of Heav'n, whoſe guardian grace 


Attends the good, witneſs her pray'r and praiſe; 


Say, if from mortal tongue ye e' er have known 
Pray'rs more ſincere, or praiſe more like your own. 
Thoſe joys, thou Virtue, only can beſtow, 
Crown'd with eternal peace her open brow; | 
The tranquil mind, from fav'ring Heav'n ſerene,” | 
Trapſpierc'd her frame, and ſhone upon her mien; „ 
Such ſweetneſs decks a ſmüling angel's face, Sg 
Breathing around benevolence and grace. Eo 
Bleſt in thy life and genius! bleſt in death! 


Allow'd without a pang to yield thy breath! 
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nfelt the ſtroke, and ſpar'd the painful ſtrife * 


Of nature, ſtruggling e'er ſhe parts with life: | 
One hour in blooming health, the next, the ſkies 
Receive the ſaint to ever-during joys. 

Thy gracious God thus heard thy favour'd vows, 


And crown'd your virtue with the death you choſe. 


duch fate, if Heav'n approves, my pray'rs implore, 
Such be my life, and ſuch its lateſt hour ! | 
Bleſt hour ! that ſhall returning peace 3 _ 
And bid this baſom bleed no more for the. 
Dear to.the wiſe and good! but dear in vain! | 
Not Hertford's'tears recal the ſaint again. : 
O friend ! 0 ſiſter ! to this boſom dear 
By ev'ry name that prompts the ſigh ſincere, 
Torn from my gig oe, in thee I mourn 
'Life's'fondeſt joy—ah ! Þever to return 
No more theſe eyes on thy lov'd form ſhall gaze, 
Where more than beauty glow'd in ev'ry grace. 
No more, while envious ſhades unheeded riſe, - 
And ſummer-ſuns too ſoon. forſake the ſkies, 
My raviſh'd ſoul ſhall hang upon thy voice, 


Imparadis'd in more than mortal joys. | 
O with what tranſport did my liſt ning ear, 


Thy converſe, like an angel's reverenc'd, hear 


While ſacred truths in ſofteſt accents flow'd, 


Breath'd heav'n around, and rapt my ſoul to God. 


| Ve hours of heaven, (if aught beneath the ſkies 


Can boaſt reſemblance to celeſtial joys), 

Why will your mem'ry.wound my tortur 'd DOT 
Ne'er to return, can ye be ne'er forgot? 

go fate ordains : through future life to me, 

No joy ſhall ſmile ſincere from grief for thee, 

Vet not eternal abſence ſhall divide — 
Thoſe virtuous hearts, which gen'rous friendihip ty'd. 
If following thee, my feet ſhall learn to tread' 

That arduous "_ from which you never ſtray d, 
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The path ſhall guide me to thy bleſt abode, 


And oh! perhaps, few ſteps remain untrode, 
There, tho' high thron'd, and to thy God more near, 


Sublime thou ſhin'ſt in thy exalted ſphere ; 
"Yet may I, diſtant, on thy glories gaze, 


And hear thee hymn thy God in heav'nly lays: 


There (lower far my ſeat, my robe leſs white) 


Bliſs, though unequal, ſhall our ſouls unite. 


Yes, we ſhall meet again, no more to part! 
Hope at the ſound awakes, and ſoothes my heart. 
Bleſt hope! that aids with ſtrengthen'd ſtep to tend 


O'er life's rough road, while heav'n and thou the end. 


Though ſunk in woe, with years of lickneſs TR 


I languiſh in decay, of joy forlorn, 


And thou art loſt ; yet welcome ev'ry ill 

My life has felt, or future hours ſhall feel, 

If virtue, weak like mine, may hope to ſhare 

Thy heav'n, and find the meaneſt manſion there. 
Meantime, O ever-honour'd ſhade, fare wel“ 


Tis thine in everlaſting joys to dwell ; 


*Tis mine the loſs of angel-worth to ſigh, 
Ne'er to be found again beneath the ſky. 
Ah friend! how flow, how fad ſhall roll the hours, 
Till Heav'n my foul to thee and bliſs reſtores! 
April, 1737. 
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Tavs Philomela ſung, on earth detain'd, 

While cumb'rous clay the riſing ſoul reſtrain'd ; 
Now the freed ſpirit, with th' angelic choir, 

In fields of light attunes the immortal lyre, 


And hymns her God in ſtrains more ſoft, more frong ; ; 


Tere only could ſhe learn a lofti er e. 


THE END. 2 mY 4. A 66 
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